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THE MOOD-TEAM UNDERTAKERS are the pur- 
veyors of the HORROR-MOOD illustrated tales 
in every issue of NIGHTMARE. PSYCHO and 
SCREAM, all grouped here to unearth a very 
special magazine — TOMB OP HORROR. This is 
the pilot, or premier edition, of TOMB OF 
HORROR — a magazine which will begin on a 
regular schedule in just a few months, in the 
spring of 1975. 

Howcum we don't make THIS number one, and 
gel rolling right away on a regular schedule with 
the 4th HORROR-MOOD magazine? Here’s the 
(ruth — as you. the reader know only too well, 
there are a lot of so-called horror magazines on 
the newstands at the moment. As you also know, 
some of those magazines are filled with very old 
reprints, and pages and pages of photo features, 
presented by a new publisher trying to make 
money in this market by selling you one or two 
original stories for a buck. 

The SKYWALD HORROR-MOOD POLICY is some- 
what different — we aim to give you original 
stories and art from front cover to back cover, 
every issue, for a price that isn't a rip-off. If we 
can't make money honestly, we'll get into another 
business. We promise to keep our magazines 


honest — in other words, we won't pad half our 
pages with photo features that usually cost next- 
to-nothing to produce. As you know, those 
magazines are here one day and gone the next. 

The HORROR-MOOD MAGAZINES operate under 
a different philosophy! You KNOW we're giving 
you our best (and we keep getting belter, right? 
Look at this issue), and when you people are 
looking around lor good horror entertainment, 
you know our stories never fail to be readable 
because we don't pamper to 'fandom', we pamper 
to average readerdom' — that means YOU. Stick 
with us. and very soon we'll delight you with 
TOMB OF HORROR on a regular schedule. 

Open us up; Enjoy the MACABRE talents of the 
HORROR-MOOD UNDERTAKERS as pictured 
below — MAELO CINTRON (the artist of these 
portraits). ZESAR. ED FEDORY. CESAR LOPEZ, 
JESUS DURAN, AL HEWETSON and GUS FUN- 
NELL, plus the many other people in this great 
issue — DOMINGO. BOB MARTIN. JOE CAR- 
DONA. FERRAN SOSTRES, GENE DAY, AGRAS 
and cover artist FABA. Why ere we undertakers? 
Because we in the HORROR-MOOD TEAM have 
only one undertaking in life — YOUR reading 
pleasure. Read on — and enjoy, enjoy. 
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Editorial by Scott Htvm, Stine 


They say you can't keep a good man down, but 
that proverb certainly doesn't apply here. Maybe "you 
can't keep a dog from reveling in its own stink" would 
be more applicable, but I'm not sure; I'll let you, dear 
readers, be the judge. And jury. And executioner. The 
first three would be unnecessary, considering the 
inevitable plea of guilty I would offer in my defense. 

Of all the emotions and sentiments that define 
the human idiom, I can only think of one that increases 
exponentially with age; anyone who guesses "nostalgia" 
gets their gold star for the day. If there is any single 
impetus that drives Yours Truly a little harder each day 
to succeed in my various endeavors — and thus make a 
"comfortable" living for myself— it is to have the means 
to get more stuff. Not just any stuff, mind you, but the 
stuff of my youth. 

I, like so many fans and collectors who risk life 
and limb by dealing with con men and incompetents 
through marketplaces such as eBay, do so out of desper- 
ation. And all because we want back in our possession 
the things we had as a kid. Self-preservation is tossed 
aside like a battered rag doll to acquire something that 


is, well, akin to a battered rag doll. It sucks being an 
eight-year-old in a thirty-something year old body, but, 
alas, such is life. 

Then there's the poor souls like myself who 
cannot settle with simply getting stuff. We have to talk 
about it, sharing our enthusiasm with sympathetic 
others in an attempt to justify our own shallow 
yearnings. We have to dissect these symbols of child- 
hood and adolescence, trying to make some sense out of 
our desire to covet them. And — once we get our grubby 
little paws on whatever grails we fancy, regardless of 
their worth — we feel inclined to show them off. The 
"ooh"s and "aah"s of admiration are always much sweet- 
er when heard in chorus. 

If we're really lucky, we discover a toy we never 
had, or see a movie we've never seen, that elicits the 
same response as rediscovering treasures of our own 
youth, or — better yet— evokes the same feeling of awe 
that we felt in our younger years. It may be the closest 
thing we will ever get to recapturing a sliver of child- 
hood. And, in some sense, preserving it. 

Those books or films not intended for young 
eyes and impressionable minds that establish a taboo 
factor can be almost as powerful as that beloved sense of 
nostalgia. My obsessions with both Squirm and The 
Incredible Melting Man — two highly coveted theatre- 
going experiences denied me by well-meaning parents — 
illustrate this point perfectly. More precious to me than 
the films themselves are the Squirm production art and 
The Incredible Melting Man T-shirt iron-on I only 
recently acquired. The Eerie publications I owned for a 
short while at the tender age of four (before they made 
their way to the burning barrel behind our house) now 
also hold a prized place in my collection as well. 

With the last issue of GICK! The Journal of 
Horror, Splatter & Exploitation Films — this magazine's 
predecessor — I was forced to re-evaluate not only the 
magazine itself, but why in the heck I would keep my- 
self shackled to a life of poverty in order to sustain it. 
There are no simple answers. It may be argued that part 
of the reason is, if I didn't dump my money into the 
magazine. I'd only buy more stuff... but I wouldn't have 
anyone with which to share the experience. 

Sad? No. Pathetic? Maybe. But if one's going to 
waste their time and energies (a game at which we as 
humans are masters), they might as well do something 
that pleases them. Of course, it's even better if someone 
else get some sense of enjoyment out of it as well. 

Alas, if I make a comfortable living from exploit- 
ing another person's sense of nostalgia, so be it. Lord 
knows there are enough people exploiting mine, but as 
long as they play fair, who am I to complain? 

♦ Scolt/ sAmmv SUne/ • 2002 


APR-MAV'JUM toot 


3 


IT'3 ONLY A MOVIE. 


lUST KEEP TElUNe YOlRSElf 

IT'S ONIY ft MOVIE 
IT'S mVi M MOVIE 
IT'S fW ft MOVIE 
IT'S liNLY ft MOVIE 
irS Olii ¥ ft MOVIE 
IT'S ONLt El MOVIE 
IT'S ONLY II MOVIE 

Film Reviews by Scott Stwe & Vam 'Bedick ^ 

Blood of Ghastly Horror (1971) 
Independent-International Pictures Corporation [USA] 
TAL Productions [USA] 

DIR: A1 Adamson 

PRO: A1 Adamson 
SCR; Chris Martino and Dick Poston 
DOP: Louis Horvath and Vilmos Zsigmund 
EXP: Charles McMullen and Zoe Phillips 
MUS: Don McGinnis and Jimmy Roosa 
STR: AI Adamson, John Armond, Joey Benson, John 

Carradine, Kirk Duncan, Lyle Felice, Barney 
Gelfin, Regina Gelfin {aka Regina Carrol), 

Tommy Kirk, Tanya Maree, Roy Morton, K.K. 
Riddle, Tracey Robbins, John Talbert, Kent 
Taylor, and Arne Warda 
AKA: Man with the Synthetic Brain 
Approximately 85m; Color 

DVD: Blood of Ghastly Horror [Troma Video; 85m] 
VHS: Blood of Ghastly Horror [Troma Video; 85m] 

Blood of Ghastly Horror [VidAmerica; 90(85)m] 
ADL: His Brain Is Twisted and His 
Victims Are Brutally Myilated 

Okay, bear with me on this one. A man-made 
zombie (man-made in that he's sporting papier mache 
prosthetics) kills a pro and her john in a secluded 
alleyway. Her pimp tries to intervene, and is dispatched 
as well. Then a passerby, and finally a cop, whose head 
is mailed to the police station with a note that says "Will 
Die for Corey." "That's it... the Corey case," a police 
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Lieutenant exclaims. Another cop asks "Wait a minute. 
Lieutenant. You don't mean the time that half dead guy 
was brought back to life and slaughtered all those 
people... and that strange Dr. Bernard was responsible 
for the whole thing?" This discussion precipitates a 
flashback that involves a jewel robbery masterminded 
by Joe Corey, a psychotic Vietnam vet whose brain was 
partially replaced by an electronic implant after being 
mangled by shell fragments. Eventually, the story 
meanders its way back to the present day where Corey's 
father, an anthropologist with an interest in voodoo and 
telepathy. Unable to let bygones be bygones, he spends 
his hours making crusty-faced zombies who wreak 
havoc on an unsuspecting populace. Then Dr. Bernard's 
daughter shows up, confusing matters even more. 

Hmmm... where to begin? Originally filmed in 
1965 as Echo of Terror {aka Psycho a Go-Go), this film 
was then re-released in 1969 as The Fiend with the 
Electronic Brain with new footage tacked on. Being the 
lovable cheapskates they were, tag-team of trash Al 
Adamson and Samuel M. Sherman decided that "third 
time's a charm," and filmed about forty-odd minutes of 
new footage in 1971 and clumsily integrated it with an 
equal length of film culled from the first two attempts. 
Thus was born Blood of Ghastly Horror, the epitome of 
Independent-Internationals' trademarked brand of cut 
and paste filmmaking. (Apparently, even they found it a 
challenge to make sense out of it aU.) Undeniably it's an 
easy task to differentiate the old footage from the new: 
The jumps from crew cuts to prominent sideburns, from 
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Blood of Ghastly Horror (1971) VidAmerica 


►► Blood of Ghastly Horror continued. . . 
improvisational jazz to a wah-wah peddle score, from 
grainy film stock and incompetent direction to 
something a little less grainy but even more incompetent, 
there's just no mistaking the various sources. 

Of course, there's no mistaking this flick for 
anything but an A1 Adamson/Sam Sherman co-effort, 
either. Blood of Ghastly Horror boasts a garish credits 
sequence that's nearly identical to the Hemisphere-style 
opening used in his brain damaged epic Dracula Vs. 
Frankenstein (1971)... except this low-rent outing uses 
the same damn still over and over and over again. 
Special effects are quite special indeed (think special ed, 
special Olympics, et al.); one piece of lab equipment is a 
construction worker's helmet with telephone cords 
screwed onto it, and the cage that holds the "monster" 
in check is made up entirely of painted dowels and 2" x 
4"s. The dialogue — oh, the dialogue — was penned by a 
couple of hacks who apparently studied under Ed 
Wood, Jr. before striking out on their own. (Hearing Dr. 
Bernard's daughter talking about how she was woken 


up by a voice speaking "in deep sepulcher tones" sure 
raised the hackles on my neck.) And, thanks to the 
filmmaker's deft orchestration, we are forced to endure 
flashbacks within flashbacks that make it damn nigh 
impossible to keep one's bearings straight throughout. 

But, hey, it's the actors that make it all worth- 
while, right? Having gotten a second wind after spend- 
ing much of Astro-Zombies' ninety minutes ranting, 
John Carradine is back to prove that he can perform the 
longest monologues in screen history without the 
assistance of cue cards. Adamson's main squeeze Regina 
Carrol {nee Gelfin), on the other hand, is back to prove 
that you can rest your entire laurels on bleached hair, 
fake eyelashes and extreme tan lines. Kent Taylor, an 
Independent-International regular, does his best to make 
us forget why anyone thought he could act in the first 
place. And then there's Disney child actor (and 
recovering drug addict) Tommy Kirk in what would 
prove to his last film role. Even director Adamson has 
a cameo as a robber gunned down by one of his own 
men... although I'm thinking this wasn't staged, and was 
instead perpetrated by a disgrimtled performer who — 
having realized this film had probably killed his acting 
career before it even started — sought to even the score. 

Sorry, but words just can't do this film justice. 

Devon ^ays... 

A while back, Scott was telling me how he really 
enjoyed From Dusk Til Dawn until the vampires show 
up, that it was just too disconnected and ruined a 
perfectly good story for him. Well, then why in the heU 
does he like Al Adamson's films? 

Some movies may seem a bit convoluted, but 
Blood of Ghastly Horror is like watching three Al 
Adamson movies battling for screen time. Sometimes it's 
a crime drama, sometimes it's a mad scientist flick, and 
other times it revolves around a cop that looks like a 
cross between Andy Kaufman and Corky from Life 
Goes On. This war creates some interesting ideas in 
terms of plotting a movie, like "We don't really need to 
follow up on this subplot at all; the viewer has long 
forgotten what was going on twenty minutes ago." 

This completely nonsensical film is only worth 
viewing if for some sorry reason you're a John Carra- 
dine completist. He does have the honor of acting out 
the movie's two cheesiest moments, though. His first 
knee-smacking scene has him showing off his electronic 
brain, which bears a resemblance to a clear plastic hose. 
(Yeah, that looks complex enough to fill in for incapaci- 
tated bits of grey matter.) In the other, his character tries 
to run past a psychopath when he gets into a fix. 
Carradine barely bumps into the guy, and immediately 
slouches over like he's been knocked unconscious. 

Who kept casting this guy, anyway? 
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Bog (1978) 

Marshall Filins [USA] 

Nelsen Communications, Inc. [USA] 

DIR: Don Kesslar 

PRO: Michelle Marshall 
SCR: Carl N. Kitt 
DOP: Wings 
EXP: Clark Paylow 

SFX: Richard Albain and Gerald WincheU 

MUS: Bill Walker 

STR: Ed Clark, Don Daniels, Gloria de Haven, Robert 

Fry, Leo Gordon, Chris Harris, Glen Hopkins, 

Pat Hopkins, Lou Hunt, Dan Killian, Rojay 
North, Richard Nygaard, Janel Paylow, Charles 
Pitt, Aldo Ray, Jeff Schwabb, Dino Stroppa, 

Carol Terry, Marshall Thompson, Glen Voros, 
and Leroy Winbush 
Approximately 85m; Color 
VHS: Bog [Prism Entertainment; 87(85)mJ 
Bog [Air Video; 85m] 

ADL: A Creature from the Glacial Age 

Awakens to Kill. . . Kill.. . and Kill Again! 

Some halfwit redneck fishing with Dupont lure 
(that's "dynamite," for you city slickers) wakes up a 
prehistoric critter with a voracious appetite for human 
blood. Needless to say, it's payback time for the rude 
awakening. Next on the menu are the wives of two 
yahoos on a fishing trip disguised as a vacation. Before 
long, the bloodless corpses have stacked up like cord- 
wood. (The town doctor figures out that the cause of 
death was facilitated by "something sharp thrust down 
their throats, into the thorax and into the aorta." The 
coroner asks "Could we have a Dracula running loose 
out there?" and her doctor boyfriend does a double 
take.) Turns out that the culprit isn't really a man in a 
wet suit and oversized fish mask, but a cancerous 
organism. (That's what they want us to believe, anyway. 
Even though we only catch sight of the swamp monster 
in the last twenty minutes, we know better.) 

Not a great shocker by anyone's standards, but 
those who enjoy tacky swamp monster-style flicks will 
get some mileage out of this. As could be predicted, the 
monster is painfully silly (harkening back to the Z-grade 
beasties of the 1950s) and the production values are 
barely adequate. Further hindering the film is the 
soundtrack (all stock music, save for the grating theme 
song "Walk with Me," which would better suit a drama 
than a monster flick) and the fact that the cast is 
composed of acting school dropouts who waste no time 
in hamming it up. (This includes good old Aldo Ray — 
playing the sheriff, naturally— who is often caught on 
film tripping over his own lines.) Marshall Thompson 
(from the frenzied 1958 flick Fiend without a Face) is 



Bog (1978) Prism Entertainment 


passable, as is his medical associate-cum-lover, but— 
alas — the two middle-aged lovebirds are forced to share 
screen time with the rest of the townspeople. 

Filmed in Wisconsin. 

Devon Says... 

Bog creates a bit of an inner conflict for me. I'd 
like to say it's an enjoyable monster romp, but I just 
watched it a month or so ago and didn't like it too much. 
It was also so unmemorable that I'd forgotten everything 
pertaining to the storyline, and 1 only had a vague re- 
collection of what the monster itself looked like. Either 1 
was completely oblivious when I first saw it, or Bog is 
completely unmemorable. Regardless, I had to re-watch 
the film in order to review it; although I enjoyed it more 
the second time around, I couldn't shake the feeling that 
in two weeks I wouldn't recall any of the details. 

Bog features that old monster movie standard: 
Stupid people. Stupid people wading in water with 
boom sticks, going after a creature unaffected by shot- 
guns. Stupid people putting a couple of chains around a 
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Castle of Evil (1966) NTA Home Entertainment 


►► Bog continued... 

monster that has killed a half dozen people and then 
expecting it to stay put. And at the head of all of this 
stupidity is Aldo Ray. Surprise, surprise. 

Unfortunately, Bog's monster is cool in theory, 
but not in its realization. It's an aquatic bug sucker that 
punctures the aorta by ramming a huge siphon down its 
victim's throat. That may sound damn nifty, but un- 
happily the monster's appearance is ridiculous. It looks 
like a cross between an SNL Conehead, and the creature 
from Rana, the Legend of Shadow Lake (1980). 

The movie is fairly fast paced, the acting is 
almost passable, and the direction is okay, but the film 
never really rises above after school special quality. If 
it's a rainy Sunday afternoon, worse could be done, but 
I'd recommend the precursor to this water baddie, The 
Creature From the Black Lagoon, instead. Go Gillman! 

Castle of Evil (1966) 

National Telefilms Associates, Inc. [USA] 

DIR: Francis D. Lyon 


PRO: Earle Lyon 
SCR: Charles A. Wallace 

DOP: Brick Marquard 
EXP: Fred Jordan 

SFX: Roger George 

MUS: Paul IXinlap 

STR: Scott Brady, David Brian, Lisa Gaye, Hugh 

Marlowe, Virginia Mayo, Shelley Morrison, 
Ernest Sarracino, William Thourlby, 
and Natividad Vacio 
Approximately 80m; Color 
VHS: Castle of Evil 

[NTA Home Entertainment; 81(80)m] 

Castle of Evil 

[Republic Pictures Home Video; 81(80)m] 

ADL: A Major Science Fiction Adventure! 

A group of people is invited as guests to Dr. 
Kovec's Caribbean estate (a typically foreboding castle 
situated on a steep cliff overlooking the ocean) for the 
reading of the dying man's will. It seems that the "good" 
doctor was not deserving of such an accolade, but that 
he did wish to make amends for the way he treated the 
various acquaintances. Upon arrival, the guests discover 
that their host not oidy kicked the bucket earlier that 
day, but that the dead man is intent on revealing who 
among them was responsible for the accident that 
inevitably cost him his life. Once this fact comes to light, 
the inheritance is then to be divided amongst the 
"survivors." While the guests are busy formulating their 
own suspicions, the doctor's trusting assistant sends a 
homicidal android after the doomed recipiente. 

A fairly typical old house mystery, the film- 
makers tried to up the ante by throwing in some mildly 
interesting (but ultimately hokey) science fiction 
contrivances. Foremost, there's the android, who — in a 
nice touch — is made up to look like the scarred scientist 
who created it; a gas chamber which somehow turns 
people almost instantaneously into skeletons; and a laser 
gun that is nothing more than a plot consideration for 
the hero to take down the otherwise indestructible 
automaton. Horror fans aren't left out of the fun, as we 
are also treated to some Scooby-Doo like antics, grisly 
make-up effects, secret passages galore, and a gothic feel 
almost reminiscent of Roger Gorman's Edgar Allan Poe 
adaptations. Of course, the film is inherently riddled 
with implausibilities — not the least of which is the 
house-keeper rising from the dead just long enough to 
tell all — but, alas, this is the price we must pay for even 
moderately engaging trash. 

Heroic lead Scott Brady — a familiar face in films 
by such independent filmmakers as A1 Adamson and 
David J. Hewitt— also starred in such, uhm, luminary 
efforts as Destination Inner Space (1966), Hell's Bloody 
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Devils (1967), and Satan's Sadists (1969), to name but a 
few of his more noteworthy outings. 

Theater patrons were promised free burial 
services in the unlikely event that they dropped dead of 
fright while viewing this feature. 

Devon ^ays... 

Only those with a Shakespearean vocabulary or 
a very large thesaurus would be able to adequately 
describe the utter boredom that comes with the viewing 
of Castle of Evil. This is a murder mystery in the vein of 
Columbo where the viewer already kncfws who commit- 
ed the murder and has to wait around for someone in 
the cast to figure it out for themselves. But, hey, why not 
toss in a zombie-faced robot guy and market it as a 
horror film? 

The Crater Lake Monster (1977) 

Crown International Pictures [USA] 

DIR: William R. Stromberg 

PRO: William R. Stromberg 

SCR: Richard Cardella and William R. Stromberg 

DOP: Paul Gentry 

SFX: Bill Dickenson 

VFX: David Allen 

STR: Richard CardeUa, Susy Claycomb, Kacey Cobb, 

John Crowder, Marv Eliot, Richard Garrison, 

Jim Goeppinger, Michael Hoover, Bob Hyman, 
Garry Johnston, Suzaime Lewis, Glenn Roberts, 
Joe Sasway, Hal Scham, Sonny Shepard, Mark 
Sieger, Mike Simmons, and Mary Winford 
Approximately 83m; Color 

DVD: The Crater Lake Monster [Rhino; 85(83)m; LBX] 
VHS: The Crater Lake Monster 

[United Home Video; 85(83)m] 

The Crater Lake Monster [Interglobal; 85(83)m] 
ADL: A beast more frightening than 
your most terrifying nightmare! 

A cave painting depicting Native Americans 
fending off a plesiosaur is discovered in an old mine by 
two young archeologists, "proof positive that at least 
some survived into the age of man." (Huh?) While 
studying their find of the century, a meteorite lands in 
nearby Crater Lake, the heat from which begins the 
incubation process for a dinosaur egg sitting on the 
bottom of the lake. (Couldn't have plarmed all that 
better myself.) Although they're unable to recover the 
meteor right away (two finds of the century in twenty- 
four hours... what an opportunity), that's okay because 
everyone in town is tied up with history repeating itself. 

Sure, this film won't be receiving any awards 
any time soon — let alone a cult status) — but it has its 
high points. In particular, the titular creature that wastes 



The Crater Lake Monster (1977) United Home Video 


no time in showing its scaly hide and making short 
work of the townsfolk and their livestock. (Thankfully, 
there are only a few scattered shots that rely on an 
oversized rubber head to bring the monster to life; most 
scenes instead utilize tried-and-true stop-motion photo- 
graphy, courtesy of David Allen, who has worked on 
such notable exploitation flicks as Equinox (1969) and 
Flesh Gordon (1973). Although not quite up to the level 
of Ray Harryhausen's work — or that of his mentor Willis 
O'Brien— the work in The Crater Lake Monster is far 
from shoddy, and much better than anything seen in, 
say, TV's Land of the Lost.) 

The Crater Lake Monster displays some pass- 
able production values considering the obvious low 
budget. Underacting seems to be the word of the day, 
though, which somehow gives the viewer the illusion 
that if s two in the morning no matter what time of the 
day the film makes it into the VCR. (Insonmiacs, take 
notice.) There is some comedic relief (Yeah, yeah, 1 
know... comedy relief from what?) involving two 
friends who own a boat-renting service, some of which 
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American Ad Mat for The Crater Lake Monster 


►► The Crater Lake Monster continued. . . 
is actually quite amusing. There's also a forced subplot 
about a trigger-happy robber, which includes the most 
worthless car-going-over-a-cliff sequence I've ever seen. 
Although the finale involving the hero besting our resi- 
dent beastie with a caterpillar seems a bit anti-climactic, 
it's always fun to see people take on dinosaurs with 
heavy machinery. Or maybe that's just me. And Devon. 

Devon ^ays... 

The first time this movie nearly killed me, I was 
hurtling towards Seattle at 55 miles per hour. But, I'm 
getting ahead of myself, so let me backtrack. 

My love of the horror genre can be directly 
traced to one film: King Kong. I was three years old 
when I first saw this lovable simian tearing up New 
York, and my fascination with this film eventually led 
me to many other films pertaining to creatures of an 
unusual size and often-abnormal nature. While I did 
find joy in horror movies with different focal points. I've 
always been drawn to the theme that got me hooked in 


the beginning: The giant monster on the loose. Slightly 
later in my formative years, I was browsing through a 
film book, and happened upon a capsulated review of 
The Crater Lake Monster. A movie about a rampaging 
plesiosaur! The reviewer didn't seem to think much of it, 
but obviously, thought I, he was the victim of some rare 
brain-eating parasite. I could not find a copy of The 
Crater Lake Monster, though. I wanted to see it, but it 
never showed up on television, and I never came across 
it on video. Sadness was my only company. 

Several years later, Scott, Michael, and I 
ventured to Vancouver, Washington to a video ware- 
house on a movie-acquiring excursion. In the thick of all 
the squeals of discovery delight, one video was 
purchased unbeknownst to me. As I drove us all North, 
doing 55 so Michael didn't have a heart attack, Scott 
began proudly rattling off his new treasures from the 
back seat. All was well for several miles, until I heard 
the words "...and The Crater Lake Monster" from 
behind me. My head whipped around as I looked at 
Scott with utter shock, screaming, "You got The Crater 
Lake Monster? I didn't know you found that!" At this 
point, Michael began shouting from his bucket seat, and 
I realized I should probably be watching the road 
instead of the fear on Scott's face. As the video took my 
mind's center stage, my hands were clenched in fists 
of... envy. Not only did Scott now have my Holy Grail, 
he also had it in a cool display clamshell. God did 
indeed exist, and he was evil. 

While Scott may have had the movie, he had no 
idea what was in store for him. Years of pent up desire 
to view the film surfaced. Rather than watch the movie 
immediately, though, Scott thought it a rather good idea 
to wait. And wait. This decision was to be his sanity's 
nigh undoing, as I began to pester him in my own 
particular idiom. Incessant phone messages saying only 
"Crater Lake?" in a whiny, pathetic voice began 
appearing regularly on Scott's answering machine. Little 
notes scrawled only with the enigmatic words "Must 
watch" began turning up on Scott's door. Faces began to 
appear at Scott's windows, mouthing words of video 
longing. The second time this movie had potential to get 
me killed was because of Scott's understandable 
annoyance, as he eventually threatened severe harm to 
my person if I did not stop with my infernal demands. 
This did nothing to deter me; I forged on unrelentingly 
until Scott finally conceded to throw one of his notorious 
"all-nighters," a video party that just might last well 
past 9 P.M. Elation. 

Years have now passed since that glorious 
screening, and it is now time for me to tell all of the film 
I did behold. The monster is a baby plesiosaur, brought 
to cinematic life by way of a stop motion model. This 
alone makes the film a must-see, but The Crater Lake 
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Monster still has a few problems that prevent it from be- 
ing a truly great film in the same caliber of a Kurosawa 
samurai epic; namely, its plot and human actors. 

The acting is just bad enough to be pleasantly 
annoying, but the story is pretty ridiculous. A meteor 
crashes into Crater Lake, heating up the water to 
roughly ninety degrees. This creates a natural incubator 
for a fertilized plesiosaur egg that has been lying in the 
lake for a long time. Right. There's also some teleporting 
blood. One of the dinosaur's early victims is a man out 
fishing; he falls out of his boat and gets eaten. When his 
boat is found, there's a lot of blood that somehow got in 
it. How? It must have teleported itself from somewhere, 
because the man who rented the boat was in the water at 
his time of death. Teleporting blood is a stupid plot 
device. 

Bad scripting aside, the writer did come up with 
Crater Lake's obvious highlight, the thunder lizard. The 
baby dino is made real by some fairly good stop motion 
photography. The model is actually pretty nifty, looking 
like a plesiosaur, yet also capturing an essence of mean- 
ness. Unfortunately, the plesiosaur head that is used for 
the monster's interaction with people isn't nearly as 
menacing; it's actually pretty cheesy looking, and about 
as "realistic" in appearance as early Camera. On the 
extreme close ups, though. Crater Lake uses shots of the 
monster's eye similar to the eye close ups in Orca, the 
Killer Whale (1977), and these images are pretty good. 

The ending with the plesiosaur battling a 
bulldozer is superb, and it may also have given James 
Cameron some inspiration for the finale of Aliens where 
Ripley analogously enters a big machine to battle a huge 
organic nemesis. 

This is the ne plus ultra of cheap monster movies. 
This is kaijii eiga perfection. This is genius. This is the 
kind of film that has drunk Belgians named Benoit sing- 
ing wildly on Christmas Eve. This is the stuff of which 
five year old boys' dreams are made. This is The Crater 
Lake Monster. 

Crazed (1977) 

Intercontinental [USA] 

DIR: Richard Cassidy 

PRO: Jean Cassidy 

SCR: Richard Cassidy 

DOP: Doug Hodge 

ART: Janice Carr and Jane Mancbach 

AST: Steve Sherry 

MUS: Ron Ramin 

STR: Stefanie Auerbach, Emma N. Benavides, Frank 

Bolger, Dorothy Buhrman, Suzan Campbell, 
Janice Carr, James K. Cortez, Michael Anthony 
de Lorenzo, Jeffrey Lawrence Ellis, Walter R. 
Feltz, Dorothy Francavilla, Kenneth Hass, Roger 



starring: 
Laslo Papas 
Belle Mitchell 


and Beverly Ross 



Crazed (1977) Transworld Entertainment 


E. Herbel, Carol Holden, Robert P. Kaplan, 
David Kaufman, Evelyn King Kermedy, Rigg 
Kennedy, Susan M. Marcinkus, Janet Marie, 
Barney McFadden, T.J. McFadden, Philip R. 
Miller, Belle Mitchell, Jeannie Morris, Laszlo 
Papas, Robert Payne, Jim Piper, Marguerite 
Price, Sheila Rachel, Helen Rogler, Beverly Ross, 
Martin Rubin, Leo Salkin, Steve Sherry, Brad 
Smith, Chris Smith, Grade Speranza, R.L. Turtle, 
and Marion Wayne 
AKA: Bloodshed 

Slipping into Darkness 
Approximately 87m; Color 
VHS: Bloodshed [Regal Video; 88(87)m] 

Crazed [TransWorld Entertainment; 88(87)m] 
ADL: A Nightmare Journey Into The Dark Side Of Love. 

Wanting to prove that she can make it on her 
own, a young woman with severe diabetes moves into a 
boarding house run by an eccentric invalid. One of the 
other tenants, Graham, is an odd duck himself. When 
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Crucible of Terror(1971) Star Classics 


►► Crazed continued... 

provoked, he likes to discuss government conspiracies; 
he is sexually dysfunctional; and — go figure — the poor 
sap is just an all around creepy guy. Unfortunately, he's 
fallen for the new boarder — having taken to watching 
her through the ventilation duct— and gets a little pissed 
off by the fact she's done the nasty with just about every 
man in town except him. When she suffers a seizure 
while taking a bath, things go from bad to worse. 

Not to be confused with the Jack Palance film 
bearing a similar name. Crazed is a well-crafted and 
engaging psycho-in-the-making flick, rising above its 
peers with its often tongue-in-cheek approach and 
excellent character development. (Of course, implied 
necrophilia doesn't hurt matters any either.) There is 
some nudity and gore, but neither is gratuitous. Crazed 
bears some resemblance to Paul Bartel's Private Parts 
(1972). (His movie, not his naughty bits, you perverte.) 

An enjoyable obscurity that warrants a serious 
look from fans of 70s Psycho-inspired fare. 


Devon Soys... 

This movie has one of the most annoying 
characters in a work of fiction: An old, crippled, slightly 
deranged woman who would be able to irritate people 
better than John Cleese. She's only slightly less annoying 
than, say, Franklin from The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 

Otherwise, Crazed isn't really all that bad; it just 
seems dreadfully familiar to anyone that's previously 
stumbled across that little horror milestone known as 
Psycho. Far too many elements from Hitchcock's piece 
are lifted: A character we assume to be the lead is killed 
well into the film; there's a young, previously abused, 
psychotic killer; there's a dead mother figure that 
continues to communicate with the killer; and the 
ending is set in an asylum. Crazed does have one good 
thing that wasn't pilfered, though; The off kilter camera 
shots and staging for the murders, which are nifty. 

Crazed is not a complete waste of time, but 
much better films about crazies — Psycho and The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre, for example — can be had. 

Crucible of Terror (1971) 

Glendale Film Productions, Ltd. [UK] 

DIR: Ted Hooker 

PRO: Tom Parkinson 

SCR: Ted Hooker and Tom Parkinson 

DOP: Peter Newbrook 

EXP: Peter Newbrook 

MUS: Paris Rutherford 

STR: Betty Alberge, John Arnatt, James Bolam, 

Kenneth Keeling, Ronald Lacey, Me Me Lai {aka 
Me Me Lay), Judy Matheson, Mary Maude, Beth 
Morris, Mike Raven, and Melissa Stribling 
Approximately 84m; Color 
VHS: Crucible of Terror [Goodtimes; 90(84)m] 
Crucible of Terror 
[Prism Entertainment; 90(84)m] 

Crucible of Terror [Star Classics; 90(84)m] 
Crucible of Terror [World Video; 85(84)m] 

ADL: The Deadly Art of a Mad Sculptor 

Sensing a tidy turnover, a desperate art dealer 
sets up a meeting with an eccentric artist holed up on an 
isolated cove on the North Cornish coast. With the 
artist's drunkard son and a couple of birds in tow, they 
decide to spend the weekend with the egocentric paint- 
er, his mad-as-a-hatter wife, his jealous mistress, and his 
right hand man. Much to the guests' chagrin, their hosts 
turn out to be part of a weird religious sect that likes to 
hang out in a labyrinth of deserted tin mines that reach 
below the old house. And why does his last piece, a 
scale bronze sculpture of a young woman, look so gosh 
dam real? Hmmm. . . 
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►► Crucible of Terror continued. . . 

Although it does bear some slight resemblance. 
Crucible of Terror is definitely not the Bucket of Blood 
knock-off that so many reviewers have made it out to be. 
Instead, this effort is an occasionally effective, often 
engaging low-key shocker with supernatural under- 
pinnings that only touches upon the oft-used theme of 
turning dead women into pieces of art. Although the 
others can be looked upon as statements on the "women 
as objects" debate, here the single success of the artist to 
preserve such beauty makes a much stronger case for 
feminism than any previous attempts, which were 
usually maudlin at best. 

The film boasts a wonderfully desolate country- 
side as its backdrop, which succeeds in instilling both a 
claustrophobic and agoraphobic atmosphere. Mike 
Raven, an ex-BBC disk jockey, stars as the predictably 
mad artist; having proven himself an engaging presence 
in this and several other genre efforts in which he was 
featured, it is also obvious why he could never secure 
himself a place as a horror star. (Think Christopher 
Lee — sporting a goatee — with some of Boris Karloff's 
inflections, but with much less charisma than either.) 

Unfortunately, the only versions of Crucible of 
Terror I have seen all appear to be cut television prints; 
it is obvious that some scenes of sex and violence have 
fallen prey -to the censors, but exactly how much of 
either are in the uncut version, I could only venture to 
guess. 

Producer/ cinematographer Newbrook went on 
to direct the ham-fisted Raven vehicle Disciple of 
Death, as well as the exemplary low-key horror film The 
Asphyx (both 1972). 

Devon Seys... 

Crucible of Terror is a rip off of House of Wax 
(1953), and 1 never liked House of Wax very much. I like 
Crucible of Terror even less, because it isn't even in 3-D. 
No, there's no paddleballs or other inanimate objects 
hurled at the viewer in Crucible of Terror, although 
those watching it may do some hurling of their own. 

Some artist guy makes bronze casts of models 
by actually casting the women in bronze. While this film 
is better than the similarly themed Maschera di Cera 
(1997) aka Wax Mask, really, what the hell isn't? 

Duller than the glint off the bronzed models. 

Death Curse of Tartu (1966) 

Falcon International Productions, Inc. [USA] 

Thunderbird International Pictures [USA] 

DIR: William Grefe 

PRO: Joseph Fink and Juan Hidalgo Gato 

SCR: William Gref^ 

DOP: Julio C. Chavez 


MFX: Douglas Hobart 

STR: Mayra Cristine, Mayra Gomez, Sherman Hayes, 

Douglas Hobart, Gary Holtz, Bill Marcus, Fred 
Pinero, Babbette Sherrill, Maurice Stewart, 
and Frank Weed 
Approximately 84m; Color 

DVD: Death Curse of Tartu [Something Weird Video; 

84m; Double-bill w/Sting of Death] 

VHS: Death Curse of Tartu 

[Active Home Video; 84m] 

Death Curse of Tartu 
[Something Weird Video; 84m] 

ADL: It's Dead . . . But No One's Safe Until It Dies Again. 

Six college students follow their archeology 
teacher into the Florida Everglades in search of an 
ancient Indian burial ground. Unaware that their mentor 
(among other uninvited guests) has been dispatched by 
the titular Tartu, a four hundred year old Seminole 
witch doctor with an asocial streak to show for it, they 
quickly fall prey to the crusty-faced resident as well. 

This dry, no-budget shocker does manage to be 
engaging on occasion, but is ultimately bogged down 
(pun most certainly intended) by the abundance of stock 
wildlife footage. (The characters spend far too much of 
their time tromping through the brush and swamp, 
looking at animals and scenery that aren't even present.) 
Production levels never rise above that of an average 
Herschell Gordon Lewis flick, although — to give credit 
where it's due— the performances are rarely so wooden 
or the script so unintelligible. Gore is also used sparingly 
when compared to those other offal-drenched offerings, 
with only a couple of nasty scenes to tide over the unre- 
pentant splatterpunk. (The results of a shark attack are 
pretty gory for the time, as is a scene that proudly 
displays a none-too-friendly crocodile biting off a young 
woman's hand.) 

It's the overwhelming stench this trash offers 
that will app>eal to most of our discriminating readers, 
though. This silly outing boasts such classy nuances as 
bikini-dad teens go-go dancing in the middle of the 
swamp, dime-store spiders affixed lifelessly to obviously 
man-made webs, and a man trying to convincingly 
wrestle a very drugged boa constrictor. The script 
quickly establishes that Tartu is immune to bullets and 
can shape-shift into an entire menagerie of deadly 
beasties, yet he can't best a middle-aged teacher in 
fisticuffs. 

And, of course, there's Tartu himself, with a 
painted-on deathshead that any four year old could 
accomplish with a tube of acrylic paint; granted, it's 
almost effective from a distance, but impossible to 
imagine anyone being scared by it once they get within a 
stone's throw. (Doug Hobart— who not only provided 
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►► Death Curse of Tartu continued. . . 
the make-up for Tartu, but also played the part of the 
mummified witchdoctor as well — was no stranger to the 
horror business. Having started out as a choreographer 
for midnight spook shows in the 1950s, he later took 
turns as make-up artist, actor and promoter on many an 
impoverished exploitation flick until settling down as a 
collections agent in the mid-1970s. With such titles as 
Sometimes Aunt Martha Does Dreadful Things, Flesh 
Feast, and The Weird World of LSD to his credit, the 
low-budget film industry definitely lost out when he left 
showbiz.) 

Director Grefe continued to helm such drive-in 
fodder as The Devil's Sisters (1966) and The Hooked 
Generation (1968), and eventually had some "success" 
with the killer snake pic Stanley (1972). Many of these 
films not only utilized much of the same cast and crew, 
but also similarly exploited the Everglades and incor- 
porated the Seminole Indians into their storylines. Then 
there's Sting of Death (1966), another no-rent monster 
movie that proudly boasts the world's first jellyfish- 
man, Unfortunately, coverage of that film will have to 


wait for me to review it in another issue. (C'mon, give 
me a break, will you? I only have so many brain cells at 
my disposal.) 

Devon ^ays... 

In the film II Montagna del Dio Cannibale 
(1977) aka Slave of the Cannibal God, there's a great 
scene involving a simulated anaconda attack. Death 
Curse of Tartu boasts a similar scene with an even 
bigger snake, but despite using an actual anaconda, the 
ensuing fight carries less power than that of the octopus 
battle in Ed Wood, Jr.'s Bride of the Monster (1955). 
Unlike the snake in Montagna, the one in this film looks 
about as aggressive as Kermit the Frog. 

Death Curse of Tartu should be a cool movie. If s 
another story of researchers in the wilderness, in this 
case, the Florida everglades. The concept of a shape 
shifter attacking people could have made for many good 
animal attacks, but here the results are lame. Tartu 
himself is kind of cool, at times looking like a pasty 
faced, papier mSch^ version of The Crimson Ghost, at 
others, resembling a shrunken head. That is, until he 
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►► Death Curse of Tartu continued... 

powers up into human form and ends up looking like an 

Indian extra from How The West Was Won. 

The researchers aren't in the glades very long 
before the younger ones get bored and decide to boogie 
down on a beach, which precipitates the worst bikini 
dancing footage committed to film. Ever. (Think Joe 
Cocker stricken with cerebral palsy.) Some "antics" 
result when a pair goes into the water, setting up the 
second lame ass animal attack. This time, it's a 
shark.That could be frightening, I suppose, if the 
filmmakers hadn't used stock footage of a nurse shark. 
And, fine, there's a nurse shark eating people, but how 
does it manage to catch both of the swimmers? Surely one 
of them should have made it to shore. There is one well- 
executed animal sequence in which Tartu changes into a 
crocodile. (Despite the fact he has an alligator on his 
coffin, and that the film is set in the everglades). The 
croc looks really pissed off, and the only reason it looks 
convincing is because someone on the set was foolish 
enough to go near it, 

This is not a good film by any standards, but 
perhaps it is worth watching as it does coax quite a few 
unintentional laughs. 

Equinox (1969) 

Tonylyn Productions, Inc. [USA] 

DIR: Jack Woods 

PRO: Jack H. Harris 
SCR: Jack Woods 

[Based on a story by Mark Thomas McGee] 

DOP: Mike Hoover 

VFX: David Allen, Jim Danforth, and Dennis Muren 
MUS: John Caper 

STR: Forrest J Ackerman, Frank Boers, Jr., Norvelle 

Brooks, Patrick Burke, Robin Christopher, Louis 
Clayton, Edward Connell, Jim Duron, Sharon 
Gray, Barbara Hewitt, Fritz Leiber, Irving L. 
Lichenstein, Jim Phillips, and Jack Woods 
AKA: The BeastApproximately 82m; Color 
VHS: The Beast [Wizard Video; 82m] 

Equinox [VCI; 82m] 

ADL: It was a peaceful mountain retreat 
until IT came home. 

After an inexplicable accident that claims the 
lives of his three friends, a man is institutionalized, 
having regressed into a nearly catatonic state. A year 
later, he is interviewed by a reporter doing a follow-up 
story on the mysterious circumstances surrounding the 
case. We find out that the patient was a college student 
who was scheduled to meet Dr. Watter-man, his geology 
teacher at his cabin in the mountains. Finding the retreat 
demolished by unknown forces, they decide to search 



Equinox (1969) Wizard Video 

the area and are accosted by a forest ranger named 
Asmodeus. Shortly thereafter, following a series of odd 
sightings, they discover an ancient book. Before they can 
decipher its "esoteric" contents, a buggy Dr. Watterman 
shows up just long enough to snag the tome and die of a 
coronary before he can make his escape. Then things 
start to get really strange. 

Despite all of its faults (of which it has many), 
this 16mm affair is an admirable offering, and extremely 
innovative for a no-budget creature feature. First and 
foremost. Equinox is an early showcase for the talents of 
David Allen, Jim Danforth and Dennis Murren, all of 
who went on to fairly illustrious careers as stop- 
animation artists. Although it takes a while for the first 
claymated beastie to show itself, we're treated to a 
slough of such monstrosities. First in line is a large land 
octopus, then a pimply-faced protege of the Jolly Green 
Giant, followed by a winged demon (who returns 
during the finale), and finally the "beast" alluded to in 
the film's retitle: An oversized ape-like creature that 
bears some striking similarities to Ray Harryhausen's 
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►► Equinox continued. . . 

Ymir from 20 Million Miles to Earth (1957). Although 
some of the work is undoubtedly primitive, it is 
refreshing in light of the current trend for even worse 
computer-generated animation. 

As far as the story itself is concerned. Equinox is 
well ahead of its time, and quite possibly "influenced" 
many later efforts, in particular Sam Raimi's debut The 
Evil Dead (1984), with which this film bears a striking 
resemblance. 

As for the aforementioned "faults," let's just say 
it's understandable why so many critics have written 
this sucker off as an amateurish curiosity. Although 
most of the actors are of the ham-fisted variety, their 
weaknesses are quickly forgotten once devil-cum-park 
ranger Asmodeus is introduced, played with appalling 
ineptitude by director/screenwriter Jack Woods, sport- 
ing a funky ring and big eyebrows that would give 
Blood Feast's Fuad Ramses a run for his money. Suffice 
it to say, he should have — for all intents and purposes — 
remained behind the camera. (Watching him trying to 
make sloppy kissy-face with one of the actresses before 
being repelled by a crucifix is a harrowing experience 
indeed for the viewer, but probably not in the way 
anyone intended. Funny, yes, but not welcome.) 

Some of the other names associated with this 
film include the award-winning science fiction/fantasy 
author Fritz Leiber (creator of Fafhrd & the Grey 
Mouser) in a small role, and Ed Begley, Jr. (TV's Saint 
Elsewhere) functioning as an assistant cameraman. Last 
but not least is co-star Frank Boers, Jr. who later changed 
his name to Frank Bonner and made a name for himself 
as "Herb" on TV's WKRP in Cincinnati. (And, as far as 
the actors are concerned, he's the only one with any real 
talent in this flick.) 

While reviewing this film, I couldn't shake the 
feeling that Forrest J Ackerman should have somehow 
been involved, considering his involvement with 
various other bargain basement horror outings at the 
time. Sure enough, while doing some research on this 
film, Forry did indeed managed to finagle his way into 
the production after all. Although uncredited, his voice 
can be heard on a tape recorder. Granted, it's not nearly 
as exciting as, say, his death scene in the A1 Adamson 
trash epic Dracula Vs. Frankenstein (1971), but, alas, 
one takes what they can get. 

(As an interesting side note, I requested an inter- 
view with Ed Begley, Jr. concerning his involvement 
with Equinox, but was quickly turned down be-cause he 
stated that he's "not doing any interviews at this time, 
but I appreciate your asking." Hmmm... does someone 
not want to be reminded of their contribution to said 
film? All I want to know is, where the heck is Frank 
Bonner when you need him?) 


At least one source claims that the version of 
this film released on video in the 1980s is a revised 
version for which producer Harris shot new footage and 
re-edited for a theatrical ran. According to the same 
source, the original version never had a proper release, 
although there is currently a bootleg making the rounds 
that purports to be an alternate version, and is quite 
possibly the original director's cut. What the differences 
are, I can only speculate at this time. 

Devon £ays... 

Equinox is one of those films that points out the 
basic stupidity of mankind. Trapped, in mortal danger, 
four people discover that there are certain symbols they 
can create to protect themselves. One of these symbols is 
a cross, and its protective power is shown repeatedly 
when a girl uses her cross necklace to ward off the bad 
things. A cross is easy to make. Take any two straight 
objects, put them together in a perpendicular fashion, 
and there's a cross. If there ever were a book called An 
Idiots Guide to Simple Shape Making, the cross would 
be shape number one. So, what do these four people do? 
They decide to make an elaborate circle within a circle 
talisman, and then say it sure was a good thing one of 
them took basket weaving, or they would have been 
screwed. 

While I am justifiably annoyed at the whole 
talisman issue, I did enjoy Equinox. The film is wonder- 
fully chintzy, and features a variety of cool stop-motion 
monsters. The first one is a giant octopus that gets 
precious little screen time. Another looks like a hairy 
Ymir from 20 Million Miles to Earth (1957). While 
Equinox' creature doesn't do anything nearly as cool as 
grapple with an elephant, he still provides some enjoy- 
able moments while trying to kill people. There's also a 
devil bat, easily the best-designed baddie of the film. 

Story-wise, there's not a whole lot new going on 
here, but this is actually one of the many films that 
inspired The Evil Dead. (This is the film that probably 
provided Raimi and Company with the whole idea of 
the Necronomicon summoning, as well as the book 
being a weapon against evil.) 

Equinox is worth checking out, even if all of the 
characters are yogurts. 

The House of Seven Corpses (1973) 

Television Corporation of America [USA] 

Security Pictures, Inc. [USA] 

DIR: Paul Harrison 

PRO: Paul Harrison and Paul Lewis 

SCR: Paul Harrison and Thomas J. Kelly 

DOP: Don Jones 

EXP: Dayton A. Smith 

MFX: Ron Foreman 
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MUS: Bob Emenegger 

STR: Jeff Alexander, Charles Bail, Wells 

Bond, John Carradine, Faith Domergue, Ron 
Foreman, Ron Garcia, Marty Homstein, John 
Ireland, Charles Macauley, Jo Anne Mower, 
Larry Record, Jerry Strickler, and Carol Wells 
AKA; House of the Seven Corpses 
Approximately 88m; color 
VHS: The House of Seven Corpses 
[King of Video; 90{88)m] 

The House of Seven Corpses 
[Video Gems; 90(88)m] 

ADL: Eight graves! Seven bodies! 

One killer... and he's already dead. 

A tyrannical filmmaker (John Ireland) is shoot- 
ing a film about a cursed family at their ancestral home. 
(The caretaker, played by the indefatigable John Carra- 
dine, is none too happy with the director's artistic 
license, and is quick to voice his concerns, but to no 
avail.) While filming a scene, his lead actress invokes a 
spell from a real book on witchcraft (well, at least the 
scriptwriters want you to believe that the Tibetan Book 
of the Dead is a real book on witchcraft), which wakes 
up one of the cadaverous family members. Needless to 
say, he doesn't take the affront lightly. 

Forget the film's logic (or lack thereof). Forget 
the tedious spook show contrivances. Forget the sub par 
performances, with acting school dropouts trying to 
play — of all tilings — actors, who cannot take the 
simplest direction, or who get spooked over the most 
mundane occurrences. The only thing this film has going 
for it— like some of H.P. Lovecraft's less memorable 
work— is the all-consuming atmosphere. The remote 
Victorian mansion in which the film within a film takes 
place makes for an extremely effective backdrop. The 
score and soundtrack ambience is extremely evocative. 
Even some of the low-key shocks should impress jaded 
horror fans. 

Unfortunately, all of the creaking doors and 
footfalls aren't loud enough to drown out any snoring 
that may result from the proceedings. If one manages to 
make it to the last reel, they may experience a few 
frissons, but most wiU probably be rendered lethargic 
before any hackles are significantly raised. 

Slumming alongside Mr. Ireland in this turgid, 
slow-moving affair is This Island Earth (1954) star Faith 
Domergue as his leading lady and waning romantic 
interest. 

Devon Says 

Sometimes cinema is at its worst when it's mere- 
ly mediocre. The film may get better, but if it gets worse, 
it can then be stopped with no feeling of loss or remorse. 


It' s at that level of not really bad, yet not really 
good, that the question of whether the movie's worth 
finishing becomes hardest to answer. Some movies, it 
turns out, are worth trudging through, like La Orgia de 
los Muertos (1972) aka The Hanging Woman, which 
really picks up in the second half. Others, like 
Microwave Massacre (1979), start somewhat promising 
then become nigh unbearable after minute five. Then 
there's The House of Seven Corpses, which sustains the 
same level of banality throughout. 

This rather timid horror outing is about the film- 
ing of a horror movie at the site of some occult-related 
murders, according to John Carradine, anyway. (No, 
really, who kept hiring this guy?). Finally, about ten-or- 
so minutes before the end credits, a zombie turns up, 
and this is when The House of Seven Corpses becomes 
a bit silly. 

People who see the zombie become immobilized 
with fright; one guy actually starts gagging before the 
zombie even gets his hand around the man's throat. This 
makes no sense. They're on the set of a horror movie! Do the 
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►► The House of Seven Corpses continued. . . 
filmmakers really expect us to think that people on the 
set of a horror film wouldn't at first assume it was some 
sort of prank? If a zombie walked up to Tom Savini at 
the end of a shoot. I'm sure he wouldn't start doing an 
impression of an Imperial Trooper being Force- 
strangulated by Darth Vader. 

Otherwise, the acting is okay, and the pacing 
isn't too slow. Really, there's not a whole lot that's 
downright bad about this film. . . there's just not anything 
diat's downright good about it, either 

Kiss Daddy Goodbye (1979) 

Bandwagon Films, Ltd. [USA] 

DIR: Patrick Regan 

PRO: Alain Silver 

SCR; Ron Abraham, Patrick Rogers, Alain Silver, 
and Mary Steward 
DOP: George Bakken 
EXP: Harrieta Ames and Elizabeth Ward 

SFX: Glerm Erickson 

MUS: David Spear 

STR: Jack Alloco, Joe Adamson, Jim Briscoe, Marilyn 

Burns, Jon Cedar, Michael Cedar, Jon Cory, 
Robert Dryer, Karen Egard, Frisco Estes, Fabian 
Forte, Gay French, James Granger, Chester 
Grimes, Denize Kagan, Harry L. Kahn, Terrie 
London, Sean Maloney, Linda McMurray, 
Marvin Miller, Jed Mills, Bill Randal, Fran 
Randa, Nell Regan, Patrick Regan, 
and Patrick Regan III 
AKA: Caution, Children at Play 
Revenge of the Zombie 
Revenge of the Zombies 
Vengeance of the Dead 
The Vengeful Dead 
Approximately 88m; Color 
VHS: Revenge of the Zombie 

[Genesis Home Video; 88m] 

Revenge of the Zombie [IVE; 88m] 

The Vengeful Dead [Facing All Death; 88m] 

A small gang of bikers do in a widowed father, 
but luckily his progeny — blonde twins with psychic 
powers — have the ability to raise his sorry butt from the 
dead and go after the Easy Rider rejects. (When not 
scaring the bejeezus out of his killers or other bullies, he 
somehow manages to find the time to take his spoiled 
rugrats to the beach for a day of play in the sun. Who 
said the living dead couldn't be caring, loving parents?) 
Having made Daddy into "a weird thing" (their words, 
not mine), the orphaned siblings now have to deal with 
the inquisitiveness of a new deputy sheriff as well as 
their social worker. 


Sure this film stars ex-teen heartthrob Fabian as 
the new cop on the block and Texas Chainsaw Massacre 
starlet Marilyn Burns as his concerned squeeze, but who 
cares, really? What makes this film "special" is that the 
director simply wanted to show the world just how cute 
and talented his children were by writing this low- 
budget number around them. The problem is, they're 
neither. The brother and sister are probably nine, but act 
four. Neither one can deliver a line even when they do 
manage to remember most of the words. These two 
unemotive husks can barely move their mouths when 
speaking, yet are unable to keep their eyes from darting 
back and forth between the camera and the cue cards 
just off screen. It is movies like this that emphasize just 
why our forefathers invented video cameras; if you want 
to make home movies with which to torment your 
friends and relatives, fine and dandy, just keep them off 
the big screen! Having to shell out cash for this 
indecency is insult to injury. 

The only scene bad enough to actually distract 
the viewer from the child "actors" has our resident 
revenant sneaking up on two of the bikers in flagrante on 
the beach by burrowing into the sand and attacking 
from below ala Blood Beach (1981). A completely point- 
less exercise, methinks, considering a three-legged bull 
elephant with emphysema could sneak up on the two 
lovebirds with no one the wiser. 

Escape from Witch Mountain meets The Child, 
without the inescapable charms of either. 

Devon ^ays... 

Stephen King's written some good stuff. Even 
though half of what he writes these days is praise on 
someone else's book, some of his earlier work had 
backbone. And even if King's your hero, you've got to 
admit that his first book, Carrie, is a piece of shit. I don't 
care what some lonely geek drenched in pig's blood 
would do with psychic powers; I'm always too 
preoccupied thinking about all the stuff I'd steal if I 
could move things with my mind. Seeing someone 
presented with that ability shifts me into green-eyed 
mode, and nothing more. So, Kiss Daddy Goodbye is 
an extremely agitating film for me, since it has not one, 
but two telekinetic kids. (And I thought Sissy Spacek was 
goony looking; these two look like the outcome of a 
bizarre mating between The Children of the Damned 
and Ratboy.) 

Kiss Daddy Goodbye is lacking in every 
department, but the biggest travesty comes with the 
plot. These mind-moving children are supposed to be 
super intelligent, but the girl inquires after seeing her 
father shot several times, "Is Daddy hurt?" (Nah... 
bullets are good for the circulation.) With their father 
dead, the children then decide to resurrect him, because 


APR>MAV-JUM iOOt 


ONLY A MOVIC. 


f 7 


evidently part of telekinesis involves the ability to revive 
corpses. They paint the father's face so he looks like 
someone who fared miserably during a frat house 
initiation, and then bring him back to life so he can 
avenge his death and make sure his killers don't return 
looking for the kids. Naturally, the children soon have 
Daddy Dearest killing people over trivial shit like sand 
castles being knocked over. (That plot development 
caught me completely off guard.) 

But if you just didn't get enough of Marilyn 
Burns in The Texas Chainsaw Massacre then... watch 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre again, because Kiss 
Daddy Goodbye is about as boring as a day spent 
selecting coat hangers out of 50% off bins. 

La Maldicion de Frankenstein 

[The Curse of Frankenstein] (1972) 

Comptoir Franga du Film Production [France] 

Fenix Film [Spain] 

DIR: Jesus Franco Manera {aka Jess Franco) 

PRO: Victor de Costa, Robert de Nesle, 
and Arturo Marcos 
SCR: Jesiis Franco Manera 
DOP: Raoul Artigot and Alberto Prous 
MUS: Daniel J. White [Spanish Release] 

MUS; Vladimir Cosma, Vincent Geminiani, Robert 
Hermel, and H. Tical [French Release] 

STR: Luis Barboo, Albert Dalbes, Fernando Bilbao 

{aka Fred Harrison), Arme Libert, Jesus Franco 
Manera, Britt Nichols, Dennis Price, Lina 
Romay, Beatrice Savon, Doris Thomas 
{aka Doris Tom), Howard Vernon, 
and Daniel J. White {aka Daniel Gerome) 

AKA: Das Blutgericht der Gequalten Frauen 

[The Blood Court of the Tortured Women] 

The Erotic Rites of Frankenstein 

Les Experiences Erotiques de Frankenstein 

[The Erotic Experiences of Frankenstein] 

De Verdoemnis van Frankenstein 
Approximately 90m; Color 
PAL: The Erotic Rites of Frankenstein 
[Go Video; 72m] 

De Verdoemnis van Frankenstein 
[Sunrise Video; 72m] 

Having just given his creation the ability to 
speak. Dr. Frankenstein and his grunting assistant are 
dispatched by a screeching, blood-drinking bird woman 
who is in cahoots with Frankenstein's arch-nemesis 
Cagliostro. (She's also a blind soothsayer, but that's 
neither here nor there.) While Cagliostro makes plans 
for world domination by creating— with the monster's 
amorous help, of course — a race of super humans that 
would do his bidding, Frankenstein's daughter brings 
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Daddy back to life just long enough to discover the 
identity of his murderer. (Of course, everyone else has 
had the same idea; poor guy can't get any rest, even in 
death it seems.) 

Jesus creeping shit, what did we step in this 
time? Wait a minute... by gosh, it's a Jesse Franco flick. I 
guess that pretty much explains the long and short of it. 
Equal parts delirium and tedium, this film may very 
well be the film that epitomizes Franco's narcissistic 
desire to alienate the entire viewing audience. 

Yes, we have a script so contrived that even A1 
Adamson would be inclined to ask "What in the hell 
were you thinking, Jesse?" Yes, we have zooms. Plenty 
and plenty of zooms. Yes, we have gratuitous nudity, 
and even some low-rent gore. Yes we have some of the 
worst special effects to ever grace a horror film. The bird 
woman has green feathers glued haphazardly to her 
hands, which — of course — makes her a bird woman. 
Frankenstein's progeny — who is in need of a diet, I 
might add — is covered head to toe with gold spray 
paint, a futile attempt to cover the seams of the shoddy 
prosthetics. And then there's the Chia Pet glued to poor 
Howard Vernon's chin in a vain attempt to pass as a 
goatee. Sad, really. 
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►► La Maldicidn de Frankenstein continued. . . 

Always the Renaissance man, the director him- 
self plays the part of Frankenstein's stooped henchman. 
Furthermore, this marks the not-so-auspicious screen 
debut of the director's wife-to-be Lina Romay, in a very 
small role as the creature's main squeeze. (If I recall, she 
remains horizontal for the full three minutes she is 
onscreen. But then again, what else is new?) 

At one point, the monster anticipates the viewer 
with the profound words "My head hurts me." Despite 
his incessant need to make this known, his suffering only 
lasts the film's conservative seventy minutes; ours goes 
on long after the end credits roll. 

Although not wholly uninteresting, I can only 
recommended this film to those poor fiends with the 
utmost strongest of constitutions. 

Devon ^ays... 
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El Pantano de los Cuervos 

[The Swamp of the Ravens] (1974) 

Mundial Films, S.A. [Spain] All American Films [USA] 
DIR: Manuel Cano (aka Michael Cannon) 

SCR: Santiago Moncada 

DOP: Manuel Merino 

EXP: Fernando M. Fernandez and Javier Molina 

SFX: AMO-BAQ, S.A. 

MUS: Joaquin Torres 

STR: Marcelle Bichette (aka Marcia Bichette), Cesar 

Carmigniani (aka C6sar Carmichael), Caspar 
Bacigallipi (aka Caspar Calupi), William 
Harrison, Monica Jurado, Antonia Mas (aka loni 
Mas), Marcus Molina (aka Mark Mollin), Marcos 
Navas (aka Marcos Nova), Ramiro Oliveros (aka 
Raymond Oliver), Fernando Sancho, Melba 
Centeno (aka Melba Senta), Domingo Valdivieso 
(aka Domingo Valdi) and Fabiola Vallejo 
(aka Fay Valla) 

Approximately 84m; Color A3 

With no support from the medical community. 
Dr. Foster "borrows" a corpse from the hospital in order 
to prove his theories about death and genetic mutations; 
no sooner than you can say "Herbert West," the corpse 
is resuscitated, albeit a little worse for wear. Inspired by 
the success, the burgeoning mad scientist retreats to a 
laboratory situated in the middle of the swamp. With 
the help of his undead manservant, he continues his 
experiments. He repeatedly fails to reproduce the results 


of his heretofore only success, and deposits the remains 
of the stubborn cadavers in the bog nearby. Unfortunate 
for him, the "ravens" (which bear a striking resemblance 
to vultures and not crows) pillage the corpses, and even 
drag a severed hand into a playground where it is dis- 
covered and turned over to the police. Oh, and then 
there's the zombies. . . 

This low-key shocker is credited as an American 
co-production, but the stink is undeniably Spanish. (Not 
a detriment, I assure you.) Sometimes grisly, occasion- 
ally tepid, this obscure flick tries to spice up the fairly 
typical proceedings with some mild T&A and graphic 
blood-letting, implied necrophilia, and such geek show 
draws as pickled punks and autopsy footage. (The latter 
two are definitely real.) There are also a few "artistic" 
touches, including some almost subliminal edits, and 
several visually impressive scenes depicting the heads of 
the victims breaking tiie surface of the swamp. 

On the downside, we have what has to be the 
longest dance sequence ever committed to celluloid. (To 
add insult to injury, the man leading the dance insists on 
repeating each... and... every... word... of the song.) 
We also get to see a wonderfully high-tech radar unit 
used by the police to track the doctor's movement. 
Obviously, the props people were hoping that nobody 
would notice that the gadget is nothing more than 
someone moving a penlight behind a map (probably 
obtained from a local gas station), and really, I can't 
blame them. 

With Fernando Sancho (star of many a Spanish 
exploitation flick) as a surprisingly funny, wisecracking 
police chief whose cynicism is very much appreciated. 

She Freak (1967) 

Sonney-Friedman Pictures [USA] 

DIR: Byron Mabe 

PRO: David F. Friedman 

SCR: David F. Friedman 

DOP: William G. Troiano (aka Bill Troiano) 

MFX: Harry Thomas 
MUS: Billy Allen 

STR: Bill Bagdad, David Boudrot, Claire Brermen, 

Lyim Courtney, Marsha Drake, David F. 
Friedman, Sandra Holcomb, Madame Lee, 
Bobby Matthews, Bill McKinney, Ben Moore, 

Lee Raymond, Felix Silla, Claude Smith, 
and Van Teen 

AKA: Alley of Nightmares 
Freaks! 

Approximately 82m; Color 

DVD: She Freak [Something Weird Video; 82m] 

VHS: She Freak [Magnum Entertainment; 87(82)m] 
She Freak [Something Weird Video; 82m] 

ADL: The Main Attraction in a Carnival of Horrors! 
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A gold-digging waitress tired of fending off the 
advances of her boss and customers alike decides she 
"doesn't warma' end up like her Momma did/' and joins 
a carny that stops by her neck of the woods. Not content 
with her job cleaning tables for the rubes (say, that was a 
step up), she decides to move her way up the food chain. 
After realizing that getting down and dirty with Blackie, 
a ride attendant, won't further her career, she goes 
straight to the top and woos the carnival owner. Not 
until after they get married does he find out what a 
complete rotter she is, and by then it's too late. 

There's no mistaking this low-budget affair as 
anything hut an unambitious bargain-basement remake 
of Tod Browning's controversial outing Freaks (1932). 
(A big "Boo, Hiss" goes out to screenwriter Friedman for 
not giving credit where it's due.) The original is not in 
danger of losing it's place as one of the most disturbing 
and most touching horror films of all time, though; 
whereas Browning's classic is still an engaging piece of 
cinema almost seventy years later. She Freak has been 
relegated to the pit of deserving obscurity in nearly half 
the time. When it's not wallowing in the lives of 
particularly uninteresting characters, the viewer is 
treated to endless stock footage that proves carnivals 
were just as dismal in the sixties as they are now. Also, 
whereas the outcome in Freaks seemed reasonable, this 
film's titular progeny is simply ludicrous. (Okay, so she 
does look cool in a sixties schlock horror kinda' way, but 
I still want to see how her vengeful assailants made her 
look like that.) 

Since the movie was scraping bottom anyway, 
they should've piled on the gratuity; then, we would 
have had something worth writing home about. As it is, 
there's no gore, no nudity, and only some very minor 
tease. Quite odd, when you consider the individuals 
responsible for bringing She Freak to light. Previously, 
producer/ screenwriter Friedman broke new ground 
collaborating on both nudie and splatter flicks with 
Herchell Gordon Lewis, and later went on to be the 
president of the Adult Film Association. Director Mabe 
later upped the sex and violence quotient considerably 
with The Adult Version of Jekyll and Hide (1972). Even 
production assistant Ed de Priest went on to do such 
interesting pom flicks as Skintight (1981). So why were 
these soon-to-be smut peddlers and perverts mussing 
around with PG rated garbage like She Freak? Who 
knows, but at least they realized their mistake early on. 

Favorite line of the movie. "Get out of here, you 
carnival tramp! I don't want you givin' my customers no 
disease!" 

Devon £ays... 

This movie should have been called The Score 
That Wouldn't Die Or Even Go Away. There is so much 



She f^reak (1967) Magnum Entertainment 


repetitive 60s music in She Freak that the viewer might 
mistake it for an extended music video. I don't think the 
score stops for more than two consecutive minutes. Even 
worse, there are far too many scenes with no dialogue at 
all, just crappy music; in fact, at least one third of the 
movie is this way. That's not just beating a dead horse, 
that sodomizing the poor thing with a giant Yoda doll. 

She-Freak starts with what has to be the longest 
"this is a work of fiction" disclaimer ever put on screen. 
It then heads into its first use of bad 60s music, and 
finally introduces the viewer to some of its horrible 
actors and actresses. To make things even less enjoyable, 
the story is a rip off of Tod Browning's Freaks. Instead 
of marrying a midget, though, the antagonist marries the 
head of the freak show. She also succeeds in killing off 
her better half and she's not turned into a chicken-y 
thing, more of a lizard-y thing with plastic-looking skin 
and a stupid fake eye. 

The only reason to watch this movie is if some- 
one is making you review it. 
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She Sha Shou (1972) 

Shaw Brothers [Hong Kong] 

DIR: Chi-Hung Kuei 

PRO: Run Me Shaw 
SCR: I Kuang 

DOP: Yu Chi 
EXP: Wi Tien 
MUS: Yung-Yu Chen 

STR: Chou Chi, Chen Chun, Shao-Liang Chen, Lin 
Feng, Kuo-Liang Kan, Ti-Hua Ko, Chih-Hao 
Kuo, Lin-Lin Li, Min-Liang Li, Hui-Yu Liu, 
Ching-Ho Wang, and Ling Yen 
AKA: The Killer Snakes 
Approximately 91m; Color Xf 
VHS: The Killer Snakes 

[Something Weird Video; 91m; LBX] 

ADL: Slimy nightmares that mean death to the living 

A young man with some deep-seated sexual 
problems conveniently displays an affinity for snakes, 
which he decides to exploit to the best of his and their 


abilities. Along with his usual tormentors, he also sets 
his sights on the father of the girl on whose heart his is 
set; kicked out of her home, she is forced to make ends 
meet as a pro. Drunk on his newfound powers, he 
begins capturing women, trussing them up in his shack, 
and then — in a fit of Freudian revenge— the apparently 
impotent psychopath lets his slithery friends perform 
the perfunctory penetration of the sex act for him. 

This extremely bent Hong Kong take on Willard 
is just that, complimenting the overused bullied 
becomes bully motif with as much T&A and S&M as the 
censors would allow. Unfortunately, this nasty little 
social statement undermines its honorable stance on 
animal cruelty by relentlessly depicting the selfsame 
animals being split open for their gall bladders, and 
being burned alive at film's end. (The same crime can be 
leveled at just about every Italian cannibal epic ever 
lensed, although herein the wanton butchery and abuse 
seems somehow cruder and more callous.) 

As trash. She Sha Shou has some obvious 
merits. The relationship between the confused antihero 
and his reptilian com-patriote (who chirp when spoken 
to) are — dare I say — almost touching. The hovel in 
which the killer lives, wall-papered with pages tom out 
of various sado-masochistic porn magazines, makes for 
a pleasantly scummy backdrop. And as could be 
expected, production values (and the horrible dubbing 
as perpetrated by American distributors) are on par with 
any given chop-socky effort that washed up on these 
shores in the mid-1970s. 

Having found his niche, the director later went 
on to direct such atrocity flicks as Bamboo House of 
Dolls (1977). The screenwriter also returned to the 
horror genre, producing such notable Asian shockers as 
Black Magic II (1981) and Human Skin Lanterns (1982). 

La Sorella di Ursula [The Sister of Ursula] (1978) 
Supercine [Italy] 

DIR; Enzo Milioni 
PRO: Armando Bertuccioli 
SCR: Enzo Milioni 
DOP: Vittorio Bernini 
MUS: Mimi Uva 

STR: Stefania d'Amario, Roberto de Ruggeriis, Alice 

Gherardi, Yvonne Harlow, Barbara Magnolfi, 

Vanni Materassi, Antinisca Nemour, Marc Porel, 

Giancarlo Zanetti, and Anna Zinnemann 
AKA: The Curse of Ursula 
Approximately 90m; Color 

Desperately needing to get away from it all, 
Dagmar and her younger sister Ursula sign in to a hotel 
during the off season. (Plagued by nightmares, Ursula 
is— shall we say— wound a little too tight; her paranoia 
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is only preceded by the fact that she is definitely not a 
people person.) The same night they arrive, a voyeuristic 
serial killer (features obscured in the best giallo tradition) 
offs a pro with what we are led to believe is a rather 
enormous penis, seen only in silhouette. (Of course, 
even the most dull-witted viewer will quickly come to 
the conclusion that the killer is a woman sporting a king- 
size dildo.) Shortly thereafter, a couple of runaways are 
similarly dispatched, perpetuating the killin g spree. 

La Sorella di Ursula is gratuitous with a capital 
"G." Only three minutes into the film and the viewer is 
accosted by one scene of explicit nudity and softcore sex 
after another. (One masturbation scene involving a gold 
chain does its best Energizer Rabbit impersonation, and 
just keeps going and going and going...) If an editor 
decided to excise all of the non-pertinent sex-play (as 
opposed to the important naughtiness), it is doubtful that 
the film would clock in at much more than an hour. 

With only one murder in the first ttiirty minutes, 
one almost forgets that this is supposed to be a horror 
film, of sorts. Of course, once the mayhem ensues, we 
are treated to numerous crotches drenched in blood, so 
many that— by film's end— even the characters are find- 
ing the murders painfully routine. 

As if the gratuitous sex and violence weren't 
enough, we also get gratuitous singing by one "Stella 
Shining." (1 .don't know about anyone else, but 1 was 
wishing someone would just take the aforementioned sex 
toy-cum-murder weapon and just beat her over the 
fricking head with it.) La Sorella di Ursula does offer a 
few surprises (most of which involves a drug-trafficking 
subplot), but otherwise the proceedings are incredibly 
predictable. (Oh, and let's not forget such contrived 
moments as when a doctor uses the paranormal to 
validly explain away what would otherwise be simple 
psychological conditions — afforded to anyone with a 
high school textbook— all the while discounting the 
existence of ghosts. Boy, there's some skepticism and 
rational thinking at work.) 

A must-see for fans of sleaze-ridden giallo fare. 

Devon £ays... 

La Sorella di Ursula is fairly standard Italian 
giallo fare. There's not much in the way of bloodshed, 
though, and unlike many giallos, it's pretty goddamn 
obvious who the killer is from the beginning. 

The only two points of real interest are the 
somewhat unique— albeit silly — lighting of the killer's 
face (which highlights the eyes while the rest is kept 
dark) and the very graphic sexual occurrences. One 
scene almost looks hardcore, but the print was a little 
too grainy to tell just how explicit the action actually is. 

It wasn't worth the effort Luminous Film and 
Video went through to subtitle it. 


Wolfman (1979) 

E.O. Motion Picture Corporation [USA] 

DIR: Worth Keeter III 

PRO: Earl Owensby 
SCR: Worth Keeter III 

DOP: Darrell Cathcart 
SXF: AI Yelten 

MUS: David Floyd and Arthur Smith 

STR: Mike AUen, Brownlee Davis, Richard Dedmon, 

Edward L. Grady, Maggie Lauterer, Al Meyers, 

Julian Morton, Earl Owensby, Sid Rancer, 

Charles Reynolds, Kristina Reynolds, Dick Rice, 

Victor Smith, and Helene Tryon 
AKA: Wolfman — A Lycanthrope 
Approximately 102m; Color 

DVD: Wolfman [Digital Media Experience; 100(102)m] 
VHS: Wolfman [Thom EMI Video; 91(102)m] 

1910. Colin Blasco is called to his father's death- 
bed, but arrives in town too late to hear his last words. 
(Heart failure, they claim... but then again, one's ticker 
does tend to fail when someone puts a knife through it.) 
Come to find out, some of Colin's relatives are devil 
worshippers, and are intent on keeping tradition alive 
by having him follow in his father's footsteps as the 
resident lycanthrope. His father's remains are barely laid 
to rest when Colin starts in with the Paul Naschy 
shtick, making short work of the townsfolk. 

Wolfman is fairly competent considering that 
this is producer Owensby's first horror outing; a 
Southern filmmaker who made regional films for the 
drive-in circuit, Owensby usually produced action fare. 
(One could h^ve seen Andy Milligan helming this 
feature, had he returned to costume filmmaking towards 
the end of his impoverished career.) A little slow in the 
get up and go, this gothic melodrama doesn't start living 
up to its name until the halfway mark. (Okay, so maybe 
I've been spoiledby the El Hombre Lobo films, which 
usually have Paul Naschy mauling just about everyone 
in sight before the opening credits finish rolling.) 
Although Wolfman is a commendable attempt at 
producing a period piece, a few anachronisms squeak by 
the folks working continuity from time to time. 
Everyone involved seems reasonably comfortable in the 
period costuming... that is, everyone except the film's 
star, director Owensby brandishing a heavy backwoods 
drawl. (He does make a convincing werewolf, though, 
when he's not wearing a shirt. And that's without his 
make-up, I should add.) The stop-motion transforma- 
tions are typical, with the actor trying to hold really still 
so as not to disrupt the already precarious time-lapse 
effect. The gore is quite tame, with only an occasional 
open wound or splash of blood left untouched by the 
PG-minded financiers. 


IT^ft ONLY A MOVIE. 
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Wolfman (1979) Thorn EMI Video 


►► V\^olfman continued. . . 

But, hey, suffering through the painfully mun- 
dane proceedings is all worth it just to see Owensby 
sporting the largest pair of fuzzy werewolf slippers ever 
to be captured on film. Well. . . isn't it? 

Devon Says... 

When I was told I was to review The Wolf Man, 
I got very excited. Not only is it a classic, it's one of my 
favorite monster movies. I told Scott there would be no 
problem as I already had a copy so I could quickly write 
one. I wrote my critiquing masterpiece. It was exquisite- 
ly written; I discussed the moody fogginess of the 
woods, the caring sternness of Maria Ouspenskaya and 
the extreme shortness of Claude Reins. I examined the 
psychological aspects that were remnants of a previous 
script. I pondered over Lawrence Talbot being bitten by 
a wolf and turning into a wolfman. I hypothesized how 
itchy all that yak hair must have been. I eagerly sent off 
my review, expecting praise. Ah, crap, I was supposed 
to review Wolfman, not The Wolf Man! 

Goodbye Lon Chaney Jr., hello Earl Owensby. 
Wolfman is the impossible: A werewolf movie worse 
than The Cross of the 7 Jewels! This Ouspenskaya-less 
garbage is hindered by abysmal acting. No lessons were 
taken from Jack Pierce, and Owensby avoided all yaks. 
Instead, he stuck his head under a bed and accumulated 
dust bunnies until his features were obscured. This 
leaves us a werewolf that looks like Mr. Fuzzy Wuzzy 
from The Weekly World News. It is a look that surely 
inspired terror in the hearts of. . . not more than a hand- 
ful of people with severe allergies to dust. 


HEY, KIDS! NOW YOU TOO CAN OWN YOUR VERY OWN 

EnnsERHEHa 

Up for grabs is an original promotional only giveaway for David Lynch’s 
cult epic Eraserhead. Originally reserved for theatre patrons in the late 
1980s, this cutout mask bears the wiggednjut likeness of the late Jack 
Nance in the titular role, but can now be yours for the taking. All you 
have to do is fill out and mail in the entry form below, and one lucky 
winner will be picked at random to receive this scarce piece of film 
memorabilia. (A photocopy or scan of the order form is acceptable, but 
please, only one entry per mailing address.) 

All entries must be received by no later than July 1st, 2002 to qualify. 

Name 

Address 

City 

State 


ZIP Code 



Please mail all entries to: Stigmata Press, Attn. Eraserhead Contest, PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273 
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mm MID THE HORROR-MOOD WITH 



Retrospeaive by Se«tt Aomr Stine 


Following the inauguration of the Comics Code 
Authority in the 1954, innumerable publishers of horror 
comics were forced to close their doors, unable to 
produce their macabre and often gore-drenched works 
imder the newly imposed restrictions. William Gaines' 
EC line which included such titles as Tales from the 
Crypt, The Haunt of Fear, and The Vault of Horror — 
now recognized as the pirmacle of pre-code horror— 
folded, leaving him with only the humor book Mad on 
which to hang any future laurels. With Mad, though, he 
discovered he could avoid the stifling grip of the CCA 
by producing it in a magazine format. Over the course of 
the 1960s, a few other publishers took a crack at the 
oversized comic format, taking advantage of the myth 
that these books were intended for a mature audience 
and not younger, more impressionable readers. 

With a rising interest in horror fare that was 
more intense than what was allowed in the funny books 
(a trend that was evident on the silver screen), a handful 
of publishers decided to make their mark in a field that 
was up for grabs. Of those, only three reached a certain 


level of success that would guarantee them a place in the 
history books. 

The first of these — and the only one to ever 
garner any serious accolades on an artistic level— was 
Warren Publishing. Having made an impression on the 
horror-hungry youth with its flagship publication. 
Famous Monsters of Filmland, it is not entirely 
surprising that they would then try their hand at the 
comic medium. With three succinctly named titles to 
their credit— Creepy, Eerie, and Vampirella — they set 
standards that others have futilely sought to reach. 

The second — which managed to span the same 
three decades — was Eerie Publications. Not until recent- 
ly were their books — bearing such titles as Horror Tales, 
Tales from the Tomb, and Weird — taken seriously, and 
even now it is with a combination of morbid curiosity 
and nostalgia. When Eerie wasn't pilfering stories from 
long-defunct pre-code horror comics, they proffered 
hackneyed shockers that were often, not surprisingly, 
left uncredited. 

Although they never reached the ripe old age of 
its predecessors, the third publishing house is sHU just as 
fondly remembered by those horror fans that spent the 
early 1970s caught up in the folds of youth. It is rare that 
Warren and Eerie are mentioned in the same breath 
without their younger sibling Skywald, which issued its 
last gasp just as it reached maturity. In five short years, 
Skywald went from being a second-rate Warren knock- 
off that relied on reprints and mostly pedestrian efforts 
by homogenized talents, to a somewhat respectable 
publisher that boasted its own inimitable style. This 
style — dubbed the "Horror-Mood" by editor A1 
Hewetson— garnered them a niche in what proved to be 
an extremely competitive field. 

Skywald Publications was founded by Sal 
Brodsky and Herschel Waldman in 1970 — both veterans 
from the Golden & Silver Age of comics— and was 
created to compete with Warren's aforementioned line 
of successful horror magazines. By this time, Brodsky 
had been working for Marvel for many years, but— like 
many others before and since who got their start 
pushing ink for DCs rival — decided ta take a stab at it 
without corporate gunslingers breathing down his neck. 

Taking Warren's cue, the two created Skywald's 
two flagship books. Nightmare and Psycho. Published 
on an erratic "bi-monthly" schedule, these 68 page mag- 
azines offered stories by artists like Ross Andru, Rich 
Buckler, Mike Esposito, and Tom Palmer, whose works 
reflected the then-current house styles of Marvel and 
DC. Occasionally, a few old-timers like Bill Everett and 
Syd Shores were asked to contribute, but their work 
rarely stood out from the reprints. With few exceptions, 
the stories themselves blended in with the over- 
whelming mediocrity that comprised these early issues. 
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Unlike the lackluster interiors, these early issues 
boasted some striking covers, painted by such luminary 
artists as fan favorite Jeff Jones, the talented up and 
comer Boris Vallejo, and the indefatigable Ken Kelly, 
whose work would soon grace Warren's long-running 
horror titles on a regular basis. Although the covers 
seemed to get everyone's attention, the guts seemed 
unable to hold it for very long. The mild tease and 
bloodshed that punctuated the tired proceedings just 
wasn't enough to compete with the harder-edged fare 
that dominated the market at the time. 

In 1972, Brodsky returned to Marvel's bullpen, 
handing over the reins to Alan Hewetson, an ambitious 
but relative newcomer who had a short stint at Marvel 
as Stan Lee's assistant. Having already 
sold a few stories to Warren as well as 
Skywald, he had a better grasp at 
what readers were looking for. 

Sensing that the books weren't tap- 
ping into the times, Hewetson gave 
the Skywald horror titles a serious 
revamping, amplifying the ex- 
ploitable elements whilst giving 
the entire Skywald line a look 
and feel that was, undeniably, 
all its own. 

Previous contributors 
were soon replaced by fresh 
faces whose work — although 
primitive at times — didn't 
quite fit the mold demanded 
by other publishers. A few 
of these talents— John 

Byrne, Gene Day, and Dave 
Sim among them — would 
prove themselves to be 
important creators in the 
years to come. It was the Spanish 
blood, though, that defined Skywald's distinct- 
ive atmosphere in the end. The work of these imported 
talents— many of them members of the Barcelona-based 
studio Selecciones lUustradas— had an exotic appeal that 
better suited their gothic-flavored excursions. (Suffice it 
to say, many of tfiese talents would soon be working for 
Jim Warren.) 

Before too long, most of the writing chores on 
Nightmare and Psycho had been taken over by 
Hewetson himself, although he occasionally employed a 
pseudonym. Like Jim Warren, he had also realized the 
importance of reoccurring characters within their 
anthologies, and created numerous series. Some fizzled, 
whereas others found a captive audience. 

The most popular of these, "The Human 
Gargoyles," almost seemed to pick up where the film 


Gargoyles (1972) left off. Not content with having their 
misunderstood protagonists staving off human preju- 
dice, Hewetson and artist Maelo Cintron has Satan and 
his minions always in pursuit of the titular threesome. 
The other longest-running series, "The Shoggoth 
Chronicles," had Hewetson and artist Zesar borrowing 
heavily from Howard Phillips Lovecraffs Cthulhu 
Mythos. Another Hewetson series (illustrated by Suso), 
the aptly named "Saga of the Victims," focused less on 
melodrama and more on sadistic plot devices that leaves 
its "heroines" at the mercy of one horror after another, 
each one more disturbing than the last. Others could be 
found scattered throughout the pages of Skywald's 
horror titles, usually centered on more traditional stock 
monsters such as Dracula and the Frankenstein Monster, 
although none of these standards proved nearly 
as popular as Hewetson's more 
contemporary creations. 

Here it should be 
pointed out that Brodsky 
was the first to introduce a 
regular character and story- 
line, when he revived the 
Golden Age anti-hero The 
Heap for the first issue of 
Nightmare. More than twenty 
years after he appeared in 
Airboy Comics, The Heap's 
exploits were featured regularly 
in both Nightmare and Psycho 
before the character was once 
again put out to pasture. 

In addition to the afore- 
mentioned Lovecraft, Edgar Allan 
Poe proved to be rife for source 
material as well — probably due to 
the fact that his work was in the 
public domain) — although he fared 
much better in that his work was, on 
the whole, properly adapted instead of 
being plundered for ideas. (In one issue, though, they 
made something of an attempt to give Lovecraft his 
propers by offering a small biography on the highly 
influential pulp writer.) 

Talent pool aside, there were other factors that 
defined Skywald's new look, all of which could be 
contributed to Hewetson's guidance. Employing some 
tricks he picked up from his mentor, Stan Lee, 
Hewetson — when not laying on the hyperbole — was 
busy coming up with catch phrases that would help 
differentiate them from their peers. Some, like "Horror- 
Mood," soon graced the covers and interior of 
Nightmare and Psycho, as did the very Stan Lee-esque 
"Miss It Not." Other, more embarrassing attempts at hip 
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verbiage were simply tolerated by its readership. 
Hewetson also insisted on tacking annoyingly allitera- 
tive adjectives onto the creators' names; the newly 
anointed "Archaic" A1 made sure that his regular staff 
members be "Dreadful," "Rancid," "Emotionally- 
Disturbed," "Macabre," or, well... you get the picture. 

Whereas the walls between creator and reader 
fell, replaced by something of a chummy rapport, the 
stories themselves began taking on a darker tone under 
Heweteon's direction. Graphic depictions of violence 
and after-the-fact carnage soon became commonplace, as 
did such necessities as bare breasts and sexual mis- 
conduct. Not content with offering in-your-face morality 
plays, stories were occasionally graced with nihilistic 


endings that reminded us that, in horror, no one is truly 
innocent, lest the shocks lose their potential impact. 

In 1973, Hewetson introduced a third book with 
which to round out his unholy trio. From the beginning, 
this title. Scream, embodied Skywald's new direction, 
maybe even more than its predecessors in retrospect. In 
those last few years, Skywald announced four other new 
books in their line-up of horror titles as well, namely 
Wierd (sic) Tales of the Macabre, Gallery of Horror, 
Tales of Horror in the Tradition of Edgar A. Poe (a 
mouthful of a title if there ever was one) and Tomb of 
Horror (the latter of was incorporated into Nightmare 
#22). But, much like the announced third issue of Hell- 
Rider, and the aborted science fiction title Space 
Odyssey, none of them ever hit the newsstands. 



Above: Skywald ojfering some light reading about cannibals 
thriving in the sewers of Paris, from "Slime World" written 
by regular Chuck McNaughton and wonderfully rendered by 
Ralph Reese, from Nightmare Vl#5 (August 1971). 
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By 1975, when Skywald declared bankruptcy 
and closed its iron-wrought gates for good, there was 
little room left for competition, even their distinct brand 
of horror entertainment. Warren Publishing — with its 
stable of exemplary artists and writers — dominated the 
marketplace, whereas Eerie Publishing — with Z-Grade 
offerings they churned out on a shoestring budget— was 
gobbling up what still remained of the market shares. 
Add to this their problems with poor distribution, and 
Sky wald — despite its unique approach and loyal fan 
base — didn't stand a chance. 

Thirty years later, Skywald's output is now 
being given their dues alongside the other two pub- 
lishers, and are collected just as fervently as Warren's 
and Eerie's many titles. Although the prices fluctuate 
dramatically as "warehouse finds" continue to show up, 
flooding such online auction houses as eBay, there is still 
a constant demand for these books, both from the 
younger horror fans too young to remember the 1970s, 
to the older collectors who still remember flocking to the 
newsstands every month in order to "miss it not." 




Above: A familiar face makes one of his many appearances at 
Skywald, this one from Scream Vl#5 (April 1974). 


Below: Mayhem typical of later Skywald Publications, from 
"The Black Orchids and the Tale of Anne" written by Stuart 
Williams (possibly Al Hewetson using a pseudonym) and 
illustrated by Jose Maria Cardona, also from Scream #5. 



IMDCX for tKVWALD PUBUeATIONf 


30 


TBA»HnCNDVf#f 



Nightmare V1#2 (February 1971) 


Psycho V1#3 (May 1971) 


Scream V1#2 (October 1973) 


INDEX t PRICE GUIDE /^rSKYWALD HORROR PUBLICATIONS 


The prices given are for Near Mint copies. Copies in Fine 
condition are worth about a third of Near Mint, and 
those in Good are about a third of that. (Please consult 
The Overstreet Comic Book Price Guide for more details 
concerning grading.) Please keep in mind that these are 
estimates based on current market sales, obtained from 
a wide variety of sources, including but not limited to 
sales made by dealers and private collectors in the 
United States through comic book specialty outlets, 
paper collectible shows, online auction houses, et al. 


Nightmare (1970-1975) 

Volume 1 Number 1 (December 1970) 50T $48.00 

Volume 1 Number 2 (February 1971) 50<t $24.00 

Volume 1 Number 3 (April 1971) 50<r $24.00 

Volume 1 Number 4 (June 1971) 60C $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 5 (August 1971) 60<t $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 6 (December 1971) 60<r $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 7 (June 1972) 60<C $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 8 (August 1972) 60<t $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 9 (October 1972) 60« $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 10 (December 1972) 60C $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 11 (February 1973) 60C $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 12 (April 1973) 60<t $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 13 (June 1973) 60«t $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 14 (August 1973) 75<r $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 15 (October 1973) 75® $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 16 (December 1973) 75<r $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 17 (February 1974) 751 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 18 (April 1974) 751 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 19 (June 1974) 75<t $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 20 (August 1974) 75« $32.00 

Volume 1 Number 21 (October 1974) 75<E $20.00 


aka 1974 Summer Special 

Volume 1 Number 22 (October 1974) 75® $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 23 (February 1975) $1.00 $20.00 

aka 1975 Winter Special 

Annual Number 1 (1972) 75T $24.00 

aka 1972 Annual 

Winter Special 1 (Winter 1973) 75<t $20.00 

1974 Yearbook (1974) 75« $20.00 

Psycho (1971-1975) 

Volume 1 Number 1 January 1971) 50<t $48.00 

Volume 1 Number 2 (March 1971) 50<r $24.00 

Volume 1 Number 3 (May 1971) 50« $24.00 

Volume 1 Number 4 (September 1971) 50<t $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 5 (November 1971) 60*r $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 6 (May 1972) 60« $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 7 Quly 1972) 604 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 8 (September 1972) 604 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 9 (November 1972) 604 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 10 (January 1973) 604 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 11 (March 1973) 604 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 12 (May 1973) 604 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 13 (July 1973) 604 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 14 (September 1973) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 15 (November 1973) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 16 (January 1974) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 17 (March 1974) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 18 (May 1974) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 19 ^974) 754 $16.00 

Volume 1 Number 20 (August 1974) 754 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 21 (October 1974) 754 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 22 (December 1974) 754 $20.00 

Volume 1 Number 23 January 1975) 754 $20.00 
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Nightmare V1#3 (April 1971) 


Psycho VI #6 (May 1972) 


Scream V1#4 (February 1974) 


Volume 1 Number 24 

(March 1975) $1.00 

$20.00 



aka 1975 Winter Special 




Annual Number 1 

(1972) 75‘I 

$24.00 



1974 Yearbook 

(1974) 75ff 

$20.00 



Scream (1973-1975) 
Volume 1 Number 1 

(August 1973) 75<r 

$24.00 



Volume 1 Number 2 

(October 1973) 75c 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 3 

(December 1973) 75C 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 4 

(February 1974) 75<r 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 5 

(April 1974) 75C 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 6 

(June 1974) 75<i: 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 7 

Quly 1974) 75c 

$16.00 



Volume 1 Number 8 

(August 1974) 75<t 

$20.00 



Volume 1 Number 9 

(September 1974) 75<t 

$20.00 



Volume 1 Number 10 

(October 1974) 75? 

$20.00 

Below: One of the many nightmares dished up by Skywald 

Volume 1 Number 1 1 

(February 1975) $1.00 

$20.00 

Publishing. Say, that does look like a hell place beyond mortal 

aka 1975 Winter Special 


belief Uhm... sodowe need to make reservations orwhat? 
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Nightmare V1#6 (December 1971) 


Psycho V1#7 (July 1972) 


Scream V1#5 (April 1974) 


INDEX TO ARTISTE h WRITERS for SKVWALD PUBLICATIONS 


• Abel, Jack 

Nightmare 4-6 
Psycho 4 

• Acquaviva, Mario 

Psycho 1 

• Adkins, Dan 
Nightmare 2, 5. 8 
Psycho 2-3, 1974 YB 

• Agras, John 

Nightmare 22 
Scream 9 

• Amador 

Nightmare 7, 9 
Psycho 15, A1 

• Anderson, Howard (Howie) 
see Hewetson, Alan 

• Andru, Ross 

Nightmare 1, 2 
Psycho 2-6, 8 

• Asherman, Allan 

Nightmare 5-6 
Psycho 4-5 

• Ayers, Dick 
Nightmare 4 

• Ballestar, Ed 

Scream 1 1 

• Bennedict, Wayne 

Nightmare 1-2 
Psycho 1 


• Bergman, Henry 

Scream 6 


• Buckley. Victor 

Psycho 24 


• Bernadd, Emilio 
Nightmare 15, 18, 20 
Psycho 17, 19 
Scream 2, 5 

• Boada 

Nightmare 17, 19-20 
Psycho 18-19, 23-24 
Scream 6, 8, 10 

• Borrell, Antonio 
Nightmare 11-12, 15, WS1 
Psycho 11. 17,20 
Scream 9 

• Boyette. Pat 

Nightmare 6 
Psycho 6 

• Brea 

Scream 7 

• Brennan, T. Casey 

Nightmare 11 


• Byrne, John 

Nightmare 20 

• Cabrerizo, Fulcencio (Tony) 
Psycho 21 

• Cappiello, Peter 

Scream 1 1 

• Cardona, Josd Maria 
Nightmare 19-22 
Psycho 17-18, 20-21, 23 
Scream 5, 7-8, 10 

• Camillo 
Nightmare A1 

• Cintron, Joan 

Psycho 24 

• Cintron, Maelo 

Nightmare 9-10 13-16 19-20 22-23 
Psycho 10, 13-15. 18, 20. 23-24 
Scream 1-2, 5. 8, 10-11 


• Brown, Donald 

Nightmare 7 

• Brown, Len 
Nightmare 5. 1974 YB 
Psycho A1 

• Buckler, Rich 
Nightmare 3, 15 
Psycho 2, 4-5, 13 

Scream 8 


• Collado, Luis (Louis) 

Nightmare 18, 20 
Psycho 17.20-21 
Scream 9. 11 

• Colleta, Vince 

Psycho 12 

• Colon, Ernie 
aka Purcell. Jack 

Nightmare 6 
Psycho 3 
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Nightmare V1#10 (December 1972) 


Psycho V1#11 (March 1973) 




Scream V1#6 (June 1974) 


• Connerty, Stan 

Psycho 24 

• Conway, Gerald F. 

Nightmare 3 

• Cook, David 

Psycho 4 

• Crandon, Andrew (Andy) 

Nightmare 23 
Psycho 24 
Scream 1 1 

• Cueto 

Nightmare 7, 13, 15 
Psycho 14, A1 

• Davie, William 

Nightmare 23 

• Day, Gene 
Nightmare 16, 22-23 
Psycho 21, 23-24 
Scream 1 0 

• de la Fuente, F. 

Psycho A1 

• de la Rosa, Felipe Gimenez 
Nightmare 8-10, 13-14, WS1 
Psycho 8-9, 11-18 
Scream 1-2 

• Dentyn, Joe * 

Nightmare 16-18 
Psycho 16, 21 
Scream 3 

• Domingo 

see Gomez, Domingo Alvarez 


• Durdn, Jesus 

Nightmares, 11, 13, 17-19, 22 
WS1 

Psycho 15-16, 19, 23 
Scream 3, 10 

• Eis, Rodion 

Psycho 15 

• Elder, Jim 
Nightmare 8 
Psycho 7 

• Ellwood, Roger 

Psycho 1 

• Engelhart, Steve 

Psycho 7 

• Esposito, Mike 
Nightmare 1-4 
Psycho 2-5, 8, 14 

• Everett, Bill 
Nightmare 1-2, 4-5 
Psycho 3-6, 1974 YB 

• Fabd 

Nightmare 22 
Psycho 17, 20 
Scream 6, 8-10 

• Farthing, Edward * 

Nightmare 17 
Psycho 16, 18-19, 21, 23 

• Fedory, Ed 

Nightmare 7-8, 11, 13-16, 21-23 
Psycho 6, 9-11, 13, 16-18, 20-21 
23-24, A1 
Scream 4, 11 


• Fernando 
Psycho 10-11 
Scream 5 

• Ferrer 

Nightmare 10 

• Font, Alfonso (Alphonso) 

Nightmare 19 
Psycho 18-19 
Scream 5-6 

• Ford, Dennis 

Nightmare 23 
Scream 1 1 

• Fortiss, Walter 

Nightmare 23 

• Fox, Gardner 

Nightmare 2-4 

Psycho 1, 3, 7, 12, A1, 1974 YB 

• Fredrich, Michael 

Nightmare 1-2 

• Freeman, Ted 

Nightmare 23 
Psycho 24 

• Freldrich, Gary 

Nightmare 4 

• Fujitake, Dennis 
Nightmare 7, WS1, 1974 YB 
Psycho 4, 7 

• Funnell, Augustine 
Nightmare 12, 16, 22-23 
Psycho 13-20, 23-24 
Scream 5, 9, 1 1 
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Nightmare (February 1973) 

• Garzdn, Carlos 
Nightmare 5-6, 11, 1974 YB 
Psycho A1 

• Giacoia, Frank 

Nightmare 3, 21 
Psycho 2, 1974 YB 

• Glut, Don 

Psycho 8 

• Gomez, Domingo Alvarez 
Nightmare 22 

Psycho 7-9, 13, 16-17, 24 
Scream 1-4 

• Gual, Jos^ 

Nightmare 15, WS1 
Psycho 11-12, 15 
Scream 1 

• Hadley, David 

Nightmare 1-2 
Psycho 1-2 

• Haven, Noel 

Nightmare 1-2 

• Heck, Don 

Nightmare 1 
Psycho 14 

• Hervelson 
Psycho 8 

• Hewetson, Alan (A!) 

aka Anderson, Howard (Howie) 
Nightmare 3-5, 7-23, A1, WS1 
1974 YB 

Psycho 5-24, A1, 1974 YB 
Scream 1-11 



Psycho V1#16 (January 1974) 


• Hickman, Steve 
Psycho 1-2, A1 

• Howard, Wayne 

Nightmare 11 

• Jad 

Nightmare 11, 16, 18 

• Jennings, Mike 

Nightmare 4 

• Jerome, Leslie 

Nightmare 23 
Psycho 24 

• Jones, Bruce 
aka Philip Roland) 

Nightmare 3, 8, 14, A1 1974YB 
Psycho 4 

• Jones, Jeffrey (Jeff) 

Nightmare 6, 21 
Psycho 6, 9, 12 

• Kaler, David 

Psycho 4 

• Kaluta, Michael William 

Nightmare 6, 21 
Psycho 13 

• Kanigher, Bob 
Nightmare 6, 21 
Psycho A1 

• Katz, Jack 
Nightmare 3, 5, 14, 21 
Psycho 2, 12,21, 1974YB 

• Kelly, Ken W. 

Nightmare 10, 15, WS1 
Psycho 4, 14 



Scream V1#8 (August 1974) 


• Kim, Chull Sanho 
Psycho 21, 24 

• Kinsman 

Nightmare 10 

• Kirschen, Bob 

Nightmare 7 

’Kraft 

Psycho 7, A1 

• Lara 

Nightmare 10 

• Laskey, Hugh 
Psycho 24 

• Lazarus, Harvey 

Nightmare 16, 18 
Psycho 16-17 

• Leroy, Bade 

Nightmare 13 

• Lombardia 

Nightmare 17 

• Lopez, Zesar (Cesar) 
Nightmare 22 
Psycho 18, 23, 1974 YB 
Scream 4-7, 10-11 

• Lynch, Brendan 
Psycho 1 

• Lynch, Jane 

Psycho 1 7 

• Lynch, Jay 

Nightmare 1 1 

• Manuel 
Psycho 13 
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Nightmare V1#21 (October 1974) 


Psycho V1#19 (July 1974) 


Scream V1#9 (September 1974) 


• Marcos, Pablo 

Nightmare 7-12, 16, 21. A1, WS1 
Psycho 5-13, 18-19, 23, A1 

Scream 9 

• Martin, Robert (Bob) 

Nightmare 22-23, 1974 YB 
Psycho 20, 23-24 
Scream 10 

• McNaughton, Charles (Chuck) 
Nightmare 3-5, 15, 21 
Psycho 2-3, 13, 1974 YB 

• Miralles 
Nightmare 21 
Psycho 23 
Scream 2 

• Moench, Douglas (Doug) 
Nightmare 10-12, 14, A1, 1974 YB 
Psycho 5-6, 9, 11, 13, 16 

• Moren, Serg 
Nightmare 3-5, 7 
Psycho 2-5 

• Morrow, Gray 

Psycho 1 

• Muriana, Prieto 

Psycho 21 

• Nava, Maro 

Nightmare 16 
Psycho 14-18 
Scream 2-5 


• Pagan, Kevin 

Nightmare 5 
Psycho 15 

• Palmer, Tom 

Nightmare 1, 4 
Psycho 2, 1974 YB 

• Pinkoski, Jim 

Psycho 7 

• Poulos, Rick 

Psycho 2 

• Pueyo, Paul 
Psycho 21, 1974 YB 

Scream 10 

• Puigagut, John 
Psycho 23-24 
Scream 9-10 

• Pujolar 

Psycho A1 

• Purcell. Jack see Colon, Ernie 

• Reese, Ralph 
Nightmare 4-5, 11 1974 YB 
Psycho 5, 1974 YB 

• Rego, Jesus Manuel Pena 
aka Suso 

Nightmare 14, 16-17, WS1 
Psycho 11, 14-16, 18-19, 23 
Scream 2, 6-9, 1 1 

• Reinman, Paul 

Nightmare 3 
Psycho 1 

• Rich, Sinclair 

Nightmare 3 


Psycho 2-3 

• Richards, Dick 
Nightmare 1-3, 6 
Psycho 5 

• Roland, Philip see Jones, Bruce 

• Rovin. Jeff 

Nightmare 6 

• Rubio 

Nightmare 13-16, WS1 
Psycho 10, 13-14, 16 
Scream 1 

• St. Anthony, Gus 

Psycho 6 

• Segrelles, Victor (Vic) 
Nightmare 12-13, 23, 1974 YB 
Psycho 6, 13, 15, 20 

Scream 1 

• Seuling, Phil 

Nightmare 2 
Psycho 2 

• Sevilla, Dan 
Nightmare 8 

• Shores, Syd 
Nightmare 1-2, 21 
Psycho 4, 1974 YB 

• Shull. Harold 
Nightmare 5 

• Siegal, Jerry 
Nightmare 6, 1974 YB 
Psycho 5 

• Sim, Dave 

Psycho 24 


• Niven, Larry 

Psycho 9 
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Nightmare V1#23 (February 1975) 


Psycho VI #20 (August 1974) 


Scream VI #10 (October 1974) 


• Sosa, Ruben 

Nightmare 17 
Scream 3 

• Sostres, Perron 
Nightmare 7-8, 12. 19, 22. A1 
Psycho 13, 15, 23 
Scream 1, 4 

• Stampler, Art 
Psycho 1 

• Starr, S.F. 

Nightmare 7 

• Sfern, Steve 
Nightmare 6, 21 

• Stone, Chic 
Nightmare 3, 5, 8, 12 
Psycho 2-3 

• Suso 

see Rego, Jesus Manuel Pena 

• Sutton, Tom 
aka Todd, Sean 

Nightmare 3-5,21, 1974 YB 
Psycho 2-6, 1974 YB 

• Todd. Larry 

Nightmare 6 
Psycho 4 

• Todd. Sean see Sutton, Tom 

• Torrents. Ramon 
Nightmare 7, 9 
Psycho 7-9, 23, A1 

• Vallejo, Boris 

Nightmare 2-5 
Psycho 3, 5 


• Varela. Hector 
Psycho 2 

• Vilanova 

Nightmare 9-10, 12-14, WS1 
Psycho 8-13, 18, A1 
Scream 3-4 

• Villamonte, Ricardo 
Nightmare 13-14, 16-20, A1 
Psycho 14-20. 23 
Scream 1-8 

• Vogel, Jessica 
Psycho 13 

• Vohland, Duffy 

Nightmare 20 

• Voltaire. Frank 

Nightmare 3 

• Wein, Len 
Psycho 4, 1974 YB 

• Westmuller, Joe 

Nightmare 15 

• Wildey, Doug 
Nightmare 4-6, 21 1974 YB 
Psycho 6 

• Williams, Stuart * 
Nightmare 13, 17-18 
Psycho 19 
Scream 5 

• Wilson, Gahan 

Nightmare WS1 

• Wolfman, Marvin (Marv) 
Nightmare 1-2, 6 
Psycho 2-5, 7-8, 14 


• Wood, Jay 

Nightmare 8 
Psycho 7 

• Wrightson, Berni 
Nightmare 9 
Psycho 9 

• Xirinius, Juez 
Nightmare 12, 14-15, A1 
Psycho 8-11 

• Zesar (Cesar) 

Nightmare 9, 11, 15-16, 18 
Psycho 9, 12, 15, 20. 23 
Scream 1-6, 8-10 

• In his book Ghastly Terror! (1999), 
author Stephen Sennitt theorizes 
that Joe Dentyn, Edward Farthing 
and Stuart Williams were probably 
pseudonyms used by writer/editor 
Alan Hewetson. 

Although excluded from the above 
list, Skywald also "borrowed" from 
the works of such writers as Henry 
James, Gaston Leroux, Howard 
Phillips Lovecraft, Edgar Allan Poe, 
Mary Shelley, Robert Louis 
Stevenson, Bram Stoker and Oscar 
Wilde. Although a few of these 
stories were fairly literal retellings, 
most either took a great deal of 
artistic license, or simply pilfered 
these creators' writings. 








ARE YOU iN NEED OF PROFE^iONAL HELP? 



Are you a devout misanthrope, shunned by friends and family alike? Do 
you have a pathological need to dwell on low-rent horrors of yesteryear, 
at the risk of losing social acceptance? Have you suffered a reduction in 
basic motor skills, thanks to one too many Al Adamson films and/or 
Eerie Publications? Well, put your worries to rest, because we here 
at Stigmata Press are more than willing to take advantage of you 
and your precarious situation. For only $9.98 (plus $3.50 for 
Priority Shipping), you can become one of the elite by joining. . . 


'^DffiiiialtraslifieBd fan dull 


* Not to be confused with the unofficial trashfiend fan clubs currently 
being offered in the backs of magazines by disreputable bootleggers. 


For the paltry low sum of $1 3.48, you will receive the 
TRASHFIEND Fan Club Survival Kit, which includes: 


• Official TRASHFIEND Fan Club Membership Card 

• Ready-to-Frame Certificate of Membership 

• Two Different TRASHFIEND Bumper Stickers 

• Limited Edition TRASHFIEND Vomit Bag 

• $5 Coupon good towards back issues of GICKI Magazine 

• Access to Secret Members Only Online Web Site 

• Updates of Special Offers available ONLY to members 

• All of the abuse we can legally inflict upon your person 


I bet you're wondering “What kind of survival kit is this? I can live 
without this junk cluttering up my home.' Look at it this way: By 
investing in this survivai kit, you're helping to keep us in business. 
If this magazine folds, who, pray tell, is left to justify your interest 
in trashy horror fare? Hmmm?Yeah, that's what we thought. . . 


So why put off the inevitable? Send your check, money order or firstborn child to: 


The Official TFfASHFIEND Fan Club, c/o Stigmata Press. PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273. 


As per usual, make all checks and money orders out to "Scott Stine. " 


I^YCS! 

Take my money and inundate me with useless ephemera, 
please! I’ve got nothing better on which to spend my hard 
earned cash. Enclosed is my payment of $13.48 for which 

1 will be branded for life as an outcast and pariah. j 

Full Name ' 

%iV0/ 

\ Don't bother to send me a thing because I’m not giving 
' you a dime, you sleazy opportunists! Here’s my address 

1 anyway so you can add me to your list of detractors. A re- 
\ straining order will be filed if necessary. 

1 Full Name 

Address i 

1 Address 

Citv State Zio | 

1 Citv State Zle 

E-Mail Address 1 

1 E-Mail Address 

Please print clearly. ' 

1 Please print clearly. 
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MOWSTERABILIA 

From ttie Colleciion of Sc«U kanm Stiiw 


Having exhausted the Universal stock monster 
catalog (and then some) for their line of popular creature 
feature-oriented model kits, Aurora created their in- 
famous "Monster Scenes Series" in 1971. Among these 
were several new characters, including Warren's scantily 
clad, plasma-sucking heroine, Vampirella, who perfect- 
ly embodied the trendy amalgamation of sex and 
violence that was exploited to the hilt in the early 1970s. 
Of less interest were Doctor Deadly and the even more 
homogenized The Victim, the latter of which was 
apparently created with burgeoning sadists in mind. 
(God bless pop culture of the 1970s.) 

But, really, what good is a sexually maladjusted 
mad scientist and his perfunctory guinea pig without 
laboratory equipment and a wide array of torture 
devices at their beck and call? Without missing a beat, 
the rest of the kits Aurora produced for this line were set 


pieces and accessories that sought to fill such demands: 
The Pain Parlor, Gruesome Goodies, The Hanging 
Cage, and — with a nod towards Poe— The Pendulum. 
Due to the fact that these particular kits have never been 
re-issued (and — in part, I would think — to their 
politically incorrect bent) they have become some of the 
most sought after amongst today's collectors. (In 1974, 
Monogram bought out Aurora, and promptly destroyed 
most of the original molds in order to salvage what 
beryllium steel they could from them. Most of the re- 
issues have been struck from the kits themselves.) 

What many people may not know or remember 
is the instruction manual-slash-mini-comic that was 
originally included with these kits, used to promote 
other additions in this line of disturbing snap-together 
models. Measuring about ISVi" x 6" unfolded, this insert 
boasted a four-page full-color comic featuring the 
various characters interacting amidst the staged back- 
drops, and illustrated by award-winning illustrator Neal 
Adams. (Although he may have drawn Vampirella in 
the intro to any number of pieces he illustrated for the 
comic magazine of the same name, this is the only time 
of which I am familiar that he portrayed her in a story 
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situation. Granted, this work-for-hire effort doesn't offer 
much of a "story," but one takes what they can get.) 

So, reproduced here, is one such booklet, which 
was originally included with The Pain Parlor (Aurora 
Model Kit #635). Unfortunately, this booklet was unduly 
separated from the kit many moons ago, as I acquired it 
at a comic book convention in the 1980s for a paltry sum. 


Above: A group of ghouls extend a feeble attempt in making their hare- 
brained "guest" feel at home. (And for the millionth time, the monster 
was never called Frankensetin, you nematodes; that name was 
reserved for the doctor and the doctor alone. Sheesh.) 

Below: Skinny shows us that any nitwit can put these kits together. 
Having once had the Gruesome Goodies myself, I know this to be true; 
trying to keep the damn blasted things together without glue, though, 
is another story altogether. 
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GHOSTMASTERS 



WHAT... THERE'S A BOOR? 


Book Reviews by Scttti Aomk StiH* 


Ghostmasters by Mark Walker 
Cool Hand Communications, Inc. 

Hardcover [8%" x IVA"] 176 pages; Index 
ISBN 1-56790-146-8; $29.95 US 

Most people my age and younger have never 
experienced — let alone been made aware of— the short- 
lived American phenomenon known as the spookshow, 
or midnight ghost show. Equal parts magic show, 
haunted house offering, and — latter on in its evolution — 
grand guignol theatre, these stage shows offered a live- 
action alternative to B-horror films from the 1930s until 
the 1960s, when the resurgence of horror cinema and its 
profoundly more sophisticated special effects quelled 
any demand for such macabre and grisly entertainment. 

This book, which won author Mark Walker a 
Dr. Henry Ridgely Evans Magic History Award in 
1993, is to my knowledge the first real documentation of 
the American spook show, following its natural evolu- 
tion from spiritualism and other, more respectable forms 
of stage magic to the blood-drenched offerings that 
accompanied shock film fests aimed at jaded teens in the 


1960s. The research that went into this book is evident, if 
only because it has no precursor and — in the few years 
since it's release— has not been equaled. 

Although it is broken down into four chapters 
("Forerunners", "Ghost Shows", "Horror Shows", and 
"The Declining Years") much of the book is segregated 
into sections two-to-six pages in length. Each of these 
are devoted to the more notable entertainers working in 
the field throughout the years, from such well-known 
trendsetters as Blackstone, Bill Neff and Ray-Mond to 
more obscure (but no less viable) contributors as Don 
Brandon, Dr. Caligari and Kara-Kum. (Some even went 
on to become television horror film hosts.) 

Written in a succinct, easy to read style. Ghost- 
makers can make the claim of being both a light read, 
and an extremely informative venture into a rarely dis- 
cussed subject. Although one wishes that more time was 
spent on the overall history of the genre from a socio- 
logical point of view instead of focusing on just the 
accomplishments of the individuals involved (not to 
belittle their efforts), this book does an admirable job of 
putting to light a sadly ignored part of our heritage. 

Included are many vintage stills of the entertain- 
ers in action, as well as priceless poster reproductions 
that are just as garish and evocative as the best Z-grade 
movie one-sheets from the selfsame eras. (These alone 
will be worth the price of admission for many ardent 
horror junkies and memorabilia collectors.) 

Highly recommended to anyone interested in a 
medium that helped influence horror exploitation fare of 
the 1950s and 1960s, as well as anyone with even a 
passing interest in the history of magic. 
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Mondo Macabro by Pete Tombs 
St. Martin's Griffin 

Trade Edition [8V2" x 11"] 192 pages; Index 
ISBN 0-312-18748-3; $18.95 US 

"Sometimes it feels like there's nothing left to 
discover. For those who still value the shock of the new, 
the special kind of thrill that comes from confronting 
previously unsung greatness, all this might be a little 
depressing. But don't despair. There are plenty of 
strange new worlds left to explore. Even if you'll not 
exactly be "boldly going where no one has gone before." 
India, Japan, Hong Kong, Mexico; all have a grand 
tradition of producing movies both weird and wonder- 
ful, filled with local colour as well as odd borrowings 
from the West. These are territories worth more than a 
passing glance from any fan of fantasy cinema." 

And thus opens the introduction that succinctly 
sets the stage for Mondo Macabro, which is not only a 
notable achievement in books devoted to cult films, but 
also a welcome milestone, much in the same way The 
Psychotronic Guide to Films was in the early 1980s. 
Like Michael Weldon's influential sourcebook, Mondo 
Macabro has the distinction of opening up a world of 
obscure filmmaking for both burgeoning fans and 
hardcore aficionados alike, covering a breadth of films 
rarely examined — let alone mentioned in passing— in 
the pages of cult film-oriented literature. 

Instead of offering a compendium of collected 
film reviews of foreign fare, author Pete Tombs instead 
opted to give separate, chapter-to-chapter coverage of 
(mostly) exploitation films by their country of origin. 
(Included are sections devoted to Hong Kong, the 
Philippines, Indonesia, India, Turkey, Brazil, Argentina, 
Mexico, and Japan; one of the chapters is co-authored 
with Giovanni Scognamillo, whereas two others were 
penned by Diego Curubeto and David Wilt.) In this way, 
the author is able to show the evolution of popular 
cinema in their respective countries, as well as pepper 




the overview with historical information that proves 
valuable in understanding the culture that produced it. 

Unlike most books devoted to "trash" cinema. 
Tombs' writing is extremely literate, but includes 
enough personal insight and lively wordage to keep it 
from being dry academia. All aspects of exploitation 
cinema are offered, although horror and fantasy are 
given center stage; it is also no surprise that the majority 
of these films includes healthy doses of politically in- 
correct sex and violence, and were made during the 
1960s and 1970s. (Trashfiend readers take note.) 
Furthermore, the book is just as enjoyable to flip through 
as it is to scour, thanks to a wealth of extremely rare 
stills, ad mattes, and video covers. 

The books only fault (if it can be labeled as such) 
is the fact that it leaves the viewer begging for more; 
having read it from beginning to end more than once, I 
can't help but think that each chapter was in itself 
deserving of a full volume. One can only hope that— 
having alerted unwary Western readers and filmgoers to 
the fact that there's more to foreign exploitation cinema 
than giallo thrillers, chop socky actioners, and Santo — 
this book will generate a demand for similarly themed 
explorations into unorthodox cinema. 

Pete Tombs' Mondo Macabro not only comes 
highly recommended, but is also required reading for 
any self-respecting fan of trash and outre cinema. 
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Coming Attractions 


BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 

• Aliens R Us: The Other in Science Fiction Cinema 


(2002) by Ziauddin Sardar and Sean Cubitt 5/02 

Pluto Press; 308p; Trade Paperback; SRP $19.95 

• Cult Cuts #1 (2002) 7/02 

Cult Cuts; 64p; Magazine; SRP $5.95 

• Lips of Blood: An Illustrated Guide to Hammer's 

Uracula Movies (2002) by John Jewel 8/02 

Glitter Books; 192p; Trade Paperback; SRP $17.99 

• Eaten Alive! Italian Cannibal 

& Zombie Movies (2002) by Jay Slater 6/02 

Plexus Publishing; 256p; Trade Paperback; SRP $19.95 

• Tales of Terror: The EC Companion (2000) 

by Grant Greissman & Fred von Bernewitz 4/02 

Fantagraphics Books; 288p; Trade Paperback; SRP $24.95 

• Trash: The Graphic Genius of Xploitation 

Movie Posters (2002) by Jacques Boyreau 8/02 

Chronicle Books; 128p; Hardcover; SRP $19.95 


DVDs (All Regions) 

• And Now the Screaming Starts (1973) 4/30/02 

Image Entertainment; 91m; LBX; w/Extras; SRP $24.99 

• The Beach Girls and the Monster (1965) 5/7/02 

Image Entertainment; 66m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• The Brides Wore Blood (1972) 4/23/02 

Ventura Distribution; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

• Buio Omega (1979) 4/30/02 

Media Blasters; 93m; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

• Carnival of Blood (1972) Double-Billed w/ 

Curse of the Headless Horseman (1972) 4/'f 6/02 

Image Entertainment; 168m; w/Extras; SRP $24.99 

• Castle of Blood (1964) 7/2/02 

Synapse Films; 89m; LBX; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $24.98 

• Chi I'Ha Vista Morire? (1972) 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay Entertainment; 94m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

• Dark Shadows — Set One (1966) 5/28/02 

MPI Media Group; 960m; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $59.98 


• Demons of the Mind (1972) 5/7/02 

Anchor Bay Entertainment; 85m; LBX; SRP $19.98 

• Devil Doll (1964) 4/30/02 

Image Entertainment; 81m; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• Dr. Blood's Coffin (1961) 3/79/02 

Gotham Distribution; 90m; SRP $9.98 

• Garden of the Dead (1972) 4/23/02 

Ventura Distribution; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

• The Giallo Collection— Volume One 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay Entertainment; LBX; Region 1; SRP $59.98 

• The Giant Spider Invasion (1975) 4/23/02 

Ventura Distribution; Region 1; SRP $19.95 

• The Haunted World of Ed Wood, Jr. (1996) 5/14/02 

Image Entertainment; 83m; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• Hitchhike to Hell (1968) 

Double-Billed w/ Kidnapped Coed (1978) 4/2/02 

Image Entertainment; 162m; w/Extras; SRP $24.99 

• Last House on Dead End Street (1977) 6/4/02 

Barrel Entertainment; w/ Extras; SRP $34.95 

• The Legend of Boggy Creek (1975) 7/2/02 

Hens Tooth Video; 87m; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

• The Lucio Fulci Collection— Volume One 6/77/02 


Anchor Bay Entertainment; LBX; SRP $39.98 

• The Lucio Fulci Collection — Volume Two 6/11/02 
Anchor Bay Entertainment; LBX; SRP $39.98 

• The Lucio Fulci Collection — Volume Three 6/11/02 
Anchor Bay Entertainment; LBX; SRP $39.98 

• Mr. Sardonicus (1961) 3/12/02 

Columbia/TriStar; 89m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

• Night of the Ghouls (1960) 5/14/02 

Image Entertainment; 69m; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• Night of the Living Dead: 

The Millennium Edition (1968) 3/12/02 

Elite Entertainment; 96m; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

• The Rape of the Vampire (1968) 3/19/02 

Image Entertainment; 91m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• Solamente Nero (1978) 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay Entertainment; 109m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

• To the Devil a Daughter (1976) 5/7/02 

Republic Entertainment; 89m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

• Vincent Price— The Sinister Image (1987) 5/28/02 

Image Entertainment; 120m; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

• Zombie Holocaust (1979) 4/30/02 

Media Blasters; 90m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

VIDEOCASSETTES (NTSC & PAL) 

• Buio Omega (1979) 4/30/02 

Media Blasters; 93m; NTSC; SRP $19.95 

• Centerfold Girls (1974) 4/2/02 

Jef Films, Inc.; 91m; NTSC; SRP $19.99 

• Night of the Living Dead (1968) 3/19/02 

Gotham Distribution; 96m; NTSC; SRP $9.98 

• Spirits of the Dead (1969) 4/2/02 

Jef Films; 117m; In French w/ English Subs; NTSC; SRP $19.98 

• Zombie Holocaust (1979) 4/30/02 

Media Blasters; 90m; NTSC; SRP $19.95 



WHSttiUllS/^rTKiWIBIID 

Quarter Page .. 

(3.5" X 4.5" Vertical or 7.25" X 2^5" Horizontal) 

Ow,^ $60.00 

HaHWge i- 

(3.5" X 9.5' Vertical or 7.25’ x 4,^ Horizontal) 

$90.00 

(Thati 25% off the standard quarter-page rate!) 

Full Page 

(7,25" X 9.75’) 

$120.00 

(That's 50% off the standard quarter-page rate!) 

As an extra incentive, advertisers will receive an 
additional 10% off our regular rates if they buy in 
advance advertising space for three consecufive 
issues. (For exampie, advertisers who purchase 
three or more quarter-page page ads wili get an 
adsjitohal $18.00 ofl, those who purchase three half- 
p^e will get an additional $27.00 off, and those 
who purchase Btree full-page ads will get an 
additioial $36.00 off.) Take advantage of our special 
offers and reach the people who matter the most! 

Please send camera-ready ads and a check or 
money order (maOe out to “Scott Stine") to: 

STIGMATA PRESS 
Attn: Adverttsing Department 
PO Box 5273 
Everett, WA 
98206-5273 

Any Inquiries cad be sent to the same address, or 

can be sent via e-mail to trashfiend@aol.com. 

(Please type ‘Ai|rertising Inquiry" in the header of 
the e-mail to ensure that it gets priority.) 

Our current deadline for Trashfiend 
Volume 1 Number 2js June 2002. 



Warning: tnd'rviduats and outfits seUing copies of 
videos “from one collector to another" can look 
elsewhere to sell their wares: only legitimate video 
qoa^enies are welcome to tread on these grounds. 
IrVe also reserve the right to rehise advertising space 
to any other individuals ^hqse products or services 
we may deem objecUpnable in any way. 
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MONSTER A 60 GO 

1965 ’Uw 

What happens wlwn a film surted by the 
director of Th< GUnt 5p»d«r Invasion s 
finished by HeRSCNELL GORDON LEWIS, the 
man made Twt ThMtsaml liUniMS? 
You get Monster A Go Go. a screwy sci-fi 
obscurity in which an astronaut goes up, but 
a 10-foot, crusted-faced creature comes 
baci(.l7764 VH$‘$1S 


BLOOD FREAK 

^•1972 

The World's Only Turkey • Mwister-Anti- 
Drug-Pro-fesus-Gore Film! Regional 
gobble-gobble-gore from Florida Direct 
by STEVE HUVXES (who also stars) and 
BRAD GRINTER< *7768 VHS’$1S 

DOaORGORE 

197) ’color 

The Perfect Woman. Some Assembly 
Required! DON BRANDON (aka director j.G. 
PATTERSON A) becomes Doctor Gore 
when he tries custom- building the girl of 
his dreams horn body parts severed from 
sexy gals! (7767 VHS’$15 



Asylum 
of ^tan 


ASYLUM OF SATAN 

1971 -color 

CoiKen pianist Lucina Marlin (CARLA 
BORELLI) finds herselftrapped'among 
strange people experiencing terrifying 
things' at Pleasant Hdl Hospital under the 
care of Df. Jason Specter (CHARLES 
KISSINGER) And when her fiance shows up 
with a reluctant detective they find the 
plate boarded up and deserted except for 
a groundskeeper who looks just like Dr. 
Specter and a severed head lying in the 
gteenhouse.Fun, dumb, backwoods 
booga-booga! *7769 VHS'$15 


CURSE OF THE ALPHA STONE 

1972 -color 

Abe Adams (JIM SCOTLIK) is a university- 
prafessor teaching-genetics by day and a part- 
time- mad-doctor-experimenting-with-akheiny at 
night. He's also somediing of a stud. But the real 
sexual fnworks start when a mixture of chemicals, 
electrioty, and mysticism turns powder into a 
glowing suine the sole function of virhich seems to 
turn people inio sex fiends. *7766 VHS*$1S 


BLOOD BEAST OF MONSTER MOUNTAIN 

1965/1976-color 

Rather than make a new Bigfoot mow 
from scratch, exploitaiioneer DONN DAVISON 
took the 196S fdmTIio Legend of Blood 
Mountain, cut the old monster out and 
added new scenes with a Bigfoot-kke beast. 
He also added himself; WorldTraveler.Lecturer. 
and Psychic Investigator' as an on-screen 
BigfMt expert. *776S VKS-$15 


VHS Postage; LI.S. Domestic $S first video, $1.25 eadi additional video 

VHS Foreign: CANADA & MEXICO: $6 postage per video. OVERSEAS; SB postage per video. 

Washington staR residents add 8.8H sale tax. 

SEND $5 FOR OUR COMPUTE CATALOG! 

SOMETHING WEIRD VIDEO P0B33664 SEATTLE, WA 981 33 
206-361 -3759 ' FAX 206-364-7526 • www.s0inethin9weird.cem 
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PAINFUL FXCURtlONt Volume One, Number Ten (Fall 1996) Only $2.00 

This -our first nationally distributed issue— features the ground-breaking expose 
"Snuff— The Making of an Urban Legend" which examines both the infamous 
production that helped coin the term, and the resulting myth that is perpetuated to 
this day by the media and public alike. (An updated version of this article later 
appeared in The Skeptical Inquirer— The Magazine for Science and Reason. The 
author also followed it up several years later with "Snuff— The Perpetuation of a 
Myth," which appears in GICK! Volume One, Number Three.) Also included is "One 
Man's Trash," a retrospective on the late exploitation film mogul A1 Adamson (witii a 
complete filmography), "Homemade Horrors," a look at splatter-oriented fanzines of 
years past, and even a couple of short-lived columns. Films reviewed include such 
questionable milestones in cinematic entertainment as Aswang, Bakterion, 
Blackenstein, The Burning Moon, The Child, Corpse Fucking Art, Holocausto 
Canibal Holocausto, Hot Love, Jennifer, La Muerte del Chacal, My Sweet Satan, 
Mystics in Bali, The Night God Screamed, Nurse Sherri, Nutriaman-The 
Copasaw Creature, L'Ossessa, Im Schlofi der Blutigen Begierde, The Touch of 
Satan, and The Virgin Witch. Unlike later issues, this earlier outing comes packaged 
in a nifty tabloid format (similar to that of The Monster Times, if you're old enough 
to remember this inimitable publication from the 1970s). 24 pages. SP103 

GICK! Volume One, Number Zero (Summer 1998) Only $3.00 

Doubling as Painful Excursions Volume One, Number Eleven, this crossover issue is 
the first to sport a glossy cover. (It's only black and white, so everyone would have to 
wait another year for the inevitable color.) This issue includes "The Ghastly One— 

The Films of Andy Milligan," which includes a retrospective on Staten Island's no- 
budget auteur (with a complete filmography), and "How to Make a Kick-Ass Horror 
Film," which offers aspiring filmmakers a can't-lose formula on how to produce a 
straight-to-video release that won't be relegated to Blockbuster's PVT bargain bins... 
for very long, anyway. Films reviewed include such luminary schlockfests as L'Altro 
Inferno, Amityville Dollhouse, Andy Warhol's Bad, The Axe, Blood Orgy of the 
She-Devils, Bloody Friday, Cannibal! The Musical, Death Row Diner, The 
Deathhead Virgin, Geek Maggot Bingo, Hardgore, Horror House on Highway Five, 

Jacko Lantern, La Maldicidn de la Bestia, The Meateater, Point of Terror, San 
Francisco Ball, Le Semana del Asasino, La Sindrome di Stendhal, Sometimes Aunt 
Martha Does Dreadful Things, Spawn of the Slithis, Suiito Homu, Things, and 
Zoltan... Hound of Dracula. C'mon... what're you waiting for? A life? Buy our 
magazines instead! Trust me... the guys who read GICK! become certified chick 
magnets. Everything changes when you invest in... okay, you got me, Tm just trying 
to fill up some space to accommodate the layout. So sue me. 32 pages. SP106 

GICK! Volume One, Number One (Spring 1999) Only $4.00 

From the ashes of Painful Excursions, The Neu’ Journal of Horror, Splatter & 
Exploitation Films rises like a tick-infested phoenix, eager to spread its irreverent 
approach to journalism. This issue includes "Amando de Ossorio Rodriguez— La 
Padre de las Muerte Ciego," a look at the filmmaker responsible for creating the 
inimitable Blind Dead as well as other Spanish horrors (with a complete film- 
ography), and the first installment of "The Trash Collector" which offers tips— and a 
price guide— on collecting horror-related movie novelizations. Also included is a look 
behind the scenes of the since-shelved Stigmata Film production, God's Hooks. Films 
reviewed include such filth-encrusted gems as The Amazing Transplant, Autopsia, 
The Brides Wore Blood, The Curse of the Screaming Dead, Curvaceous Corpses, 
Death Line, Demon Queen, The Disco Godfather, II Etait une Fois... le Diable, The 
Headless Eyes, The House That Vanished, Lucker the Necrophagous, Mantis in 
Lace, Maschera di Cera, Meat, Midnight Intruders, Los Ojos Azules de la Muneca 
Rota, Pigs, Possessed!, La Pr6dateurs de la Nuit, La Revanche des Mortes Vivantes, 
Screamtime, The Seeds of Evil, Shock! Shock! Shock!, Tentacles, The Toy Box, 
Track of the Moon Beast, Unhinged, and Vampira. And, oh, what a pretty color 
cover it has. Buy it for the pretty color cover. Sure, the guts are still black and white 
newsprint, but, c'mon, the cover... 48 pages. SP107 
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GICKI Volume One, Number Two (Fall 1999) Onlif$4.00 

This— our first theme issue— gives "The Devil His Dues" and is thus dedicated to OT 
Scratch himself, and all of the films from the 1970s which required either his presence 
or that of his disciples. This issue includes the article "Satan in the 70s," which studies 
the trend of devil worshipping in the decade of decadence, and even offers the 
humorous sidebar "Demonic Possession — Diagnosing the Symptoms." Films 
reviewed include such hellbent excursions as Alucarda— La Hija de las Tinieblas, 

L'Antichristo, Asylum of Satan, Beast of the Yellow Night, Blood Orgy of the She- 
Devils, La Casa dell'Exorcismo, Chi Sei?, Dark Dreams, Daughters of Satan, The 
Demon Lover, The Devil's Concubines, Devil's Ecstasy, The Devil's Rain, Disciple 
of Death, Hardgore, Holocaust 2000, The Horny Devils, I Drink Your Blood, 

Inquisicibn, The Lucifers, Magdalena— Von Teufel Bessessen, The Nightmare 
Never Ends, L'Ossessa, Petey Wheatstraw— The Devil's Son-in-Law, La Plus 
Longue Nuit du Diable, Riti, Magie Nere e Segrete Orge nel Trecento, Sacrilege, 

Satan's Black Wedding, Satan's Cheerleaders, Satan's Lust, Sex Rituals of the 
Occult, Sexual Awareness, Tutti I Colori del Buio, Un Urlo dalle Tenenbre, 

Warlock Moon, Werewolves on Wheels, and The Wicked Caress of Satan. Want to 
piss of yer pastor? Then this is the issue for you! Buy lots of copies and hand them out 
at church! Recommended by the official Church of Satan. 48 pages. SP109 

GIGK! Volume One, Number Three (Spring 2000) Only $4.00 

In case the article about snuff films in Painful Excursions Volume One, Number Ten 
didn't sate your thirst, this issue proudly boasts the author's much anticipated 
follow-up, "Snuff— The Perpetuation of a Myth," which examines the tenacity of such 
urban legends despite the lack of evidence to support them. (Accompanying this 
expose is a humorous sidebar, "The Making of a Snuff Film Historian," which offers 
the author's first-person account of his short-lived notoriety as an "expert" on the 
subject.) This issue also includes "Blood Orgy of the Astro-Zombies," which offers a 
look at the films of Ted V. Mikels (with a complete filmography), as well as a new 
installment of "The Trash Collector," which chronicles the author's pitfalls on eBay, 
the largest online auction site. Films reviewed include such foetid wonders as 
American Nightmare, Barn of the Naked Dead, The Capture of Bigfoot, La Casa al 
Fondo del Parco, The Cross of the 7 Jewels, La Figlia di Frankenstein, Giallo a 
Venezia, Girls for Rent, Horror Hospital, L'lguana della Lingua di Fuoco, Jekyll 
and Hyde Portfolio, Licantropo, The Love Butcher, The Mad Love Life of a Hot 
Vampire, The Mummy and the Curse of the Jackal, The Rape After, The Sinful 
Dwarf, SS Campo Extermination, Tower of Evil, The Undertaker and His Pals, 
Widow Blue, Zombi 3, and 8MM. Hey, we just keep getting better and better, so buy 
up these back issues while you can before we go bankrupt. 48 pages. SP109 

GICKI Volume One, Number Four (Fall 2000) Only $4.00 

This— our second theme issue — focuses on horror and exploitation films from the 
Philippines, and includes the articles "The Horrors of Blood Island," which serves as 
a primer for the uninitiated; "Mad Director of Blood Island," which offers a retro- 
spective on filmmaker Eddie Romero; and "From Teenage Juvies to Monster Movies," 
which focuses on the island-hopping career of John Ashley. (The latter two articles 
include complete filmographies.) Also included in the latest installment of "The Trash 
Collector" is a look at Eerie Publications, accompanied by a bibliography and price 
guide. Filipino films reviewed include such Asian atrocities as Alyas Batman en 
Robin, Beast of Blood, Beyond Atlantis, The Big Bird Cage, The Big Doll House, 

The Blood Drinkers, Brides of Blood, Caged Fury, Demon of Paradise, Devil 
Woman, The Killing of Satan, The Mad Doctor of Blood Island, Madonna... 

Babaeng Ahas, Night of the Cobra Woman, Psycho Sex Killer, Pusang Itim, Regal 
Shocker— The Movie, Sudden Death, Superbeast, The Thirsty Dead, The Twilight 
People, Vampire Hookers, Vampire Men of the Lost Planet, The Woman Hunt, and 
Wonder Women. Non-Filipino films reviewed include such lobotomizing master- 
pieces as Blood Sabbath, Blood Tide, Enigma Rosso, Frozen Scream, Frankenstein 
Island, Mardi Gras Massacre, Octaman, and Orloff y el Hombre Invisible. By far 
our best issue yet! (Unless you consider Filipino films a bad thing.) 48 pages. SPllO 
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6t6K! Volume One, Number Five (Summer 2001) Only $5.00 

Ironically, this— the last issue of "The Journal of Horror, Splatter & Exploitation 
Films" — features the article "The Rise & Appall of GICK! Magazine," which not only 
offers a behind-the-scenes history of the lamest horror rag to ever hit the stands, but 
also includes a thorough reference guide to the super scarce, early issues dating back 
to 1985 (when it masqueraded under such titles as Sickoid, Reflections of a Teenage 
Gorehound, and Painful Excursions). Also included in this issue is "More Horror 
Stories from the World of eBay," the last installment of "You've Got to be Kidding!" 
which further chronicles the author's misadventures on the world's leading online 
auction house. Films reviewed include such dismal outings as The Adult Version of 
Jekyll and Hide, Amanto d'Oltretomba, La Bestia Uccide a Sangue Freddo, The 
Blood Beast Terror, Blood Mania, Brain of Blood, Corruption, Curse of the 
Headless Horseman, Doctor Death— Seeker of Souls, Fascination, Garden of the 
Dead, Hollywood Meat Cleaver Massacre, The Hollywood Strangler Meets the 
Skid Row Slasher, It Lives by Night, Jack el Distripador de Londres, Kiss of the 
Tarantula, Legacy of Horror, La Mansidn de los Muertos Vivientes, Necrophagus, 
La Orgia de los Muertos, Passi di Danza Su una Lama di Rasoio, Ratu Ilmo Hitam, 
Stepsisters, The Toolbox Murders, Visions of Evil, and Women in Cages. I'd say we 
were saving the best for last, but we aren't finished yet. 48 pages. SPTill 


Available for a limited time only! jjjf j^l 

For a limited time only, we are offering readers a chance to get all of the previous issues of GICK! that we still have in 
stock in one swell foop for the remarkably low price of oiihj $22.95 + $3.95 for Priority Shipping. That's 15% off the 
suggested retail price! As a special incentive, you'll get not only the seven available issues of "The Journal of Horror, 
Splatter & Exploitation Films," you'll also receive (free of charge) a copy of the rare one-shot underground comic 
Darkseed & Other Defamations, illustrated by editor Scott Stine back in 1991 when he thought he was a comic book 
artist. How can we afford to blow these out so cheap? Well, honestly, we can't, as we're already selling them at cost, 
but we're getting really tired of them cluttering our basement, so now's your chance to stock up. Supplies are limited, 
as — believe it or not— we're actually starting to run low on some of these early issues. (Who would've thunk it?) Buy! 

ORDERING INSTRUCTIONS 


ClElRIi HOUSE SPECHL 



Shipping & Handling 

First Class Shipping: $ 1 .25 for the first magazine, 750 for each additional magazine. 

Priority Shipping (Two to Three Day Service): $3.50 for the first two magazines, 500 for each additional magazine. 
Canadian residents, add 500 per magazine for first class shipping. Global Priority is $9.00 for up to six magazines. 
European residents, add $1.00 per magazine for first class shipping. Global Priority Is currently unavailable for overseas. 
Insurance (Optional): $ 1 . 1 0 for up to $50.00 worth of merchandise. (Available to United States residents only.) 
Personal checks will take seven days to clear. Purchases made by money order will be shipped within 48 hours. 
Cash is accepted, but ill-advised, as we can not be held responsible for lost or stolen payments. 

Please make all checks and money orders payable to “Scott Stine” and send to: 

Stigmata Press, PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273 


Please Jill out include a photocopy of this form to expedite shipment. 


Painful Excursions #10 $3.00 each 
GICK! Magazine V1#0 $3.00 each 
GICK! Magazine Vl#l $4.00 each 
GICK! Magazine VI #2 $4.00 each 


Qty. Total 

Qty. Total 

Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Subtotal 


GICK! Magazine 
GICK! Magazine 
GICK! Magazine 
GICK! Magazine 


Name 

Address 

City State Zip + 4 

X 


Vl#3 $4.00 each 
VI #4 $4.00 each 
VI#5 $5.00 each 
Lot $22.95 each 


Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Subtotal 


Shipping & Handling 
Grand Total 


/ certify that I am over eighteen years of age. 








coinblne index. 


by Scott Aaron Stine 

304 pages; Trade Softcover; $29.95 
w/ 165 photographs, append ices/ii 
ISBN d-7864-0924-X 2001 

At long last! Over ten years.in the this exhaustive reference 

book covers die first twenty yeaii». of the splatter film, and includes 
everything from such cult classks as Nfglif of the Living Dead and 
The Texas Chain Saw Massacre to such bU)od-drenched obscurities 
as Blood Freak and The Undertake and His Pals. From the trend- 
setting Godfather of Gore Herschell Gordon Lewis, to Staten Island's 
trash film auteur Andy Milligpn, to Spanish horror icon Paul Naschy, 
everyone who has contributed to the formation and early evolution 
of exploitation's bloodier side is included herein. No other book 
covers the genre as does this one, with each entry offering extensive 
credits, alternate names and foreign release htles, availability of the 
film on .video-cassette, humorous — and occasionally insightful- 
reviews, and much, much more,, including cross-referencing and an 
extensive index for titles and pet 9 Q|||tel alike. Furthermore, the text is 
accompanied by over 160 ie|l!£gdtJCtioiks of kmg out-of-print video 
boxes, rare lobby cards; and of lltomost.garish theatrical ad art 
ever produced. The (^oceftbund's GiAde S{l^^ter Films of the 
1960s & 1970s offers the discriminate splaS^ptoilk iSxmptless hours of 
reading enjoyment, as wfefl as serving as an indispensable reference 
book to the trash film cine^|e. 

But, hey, don't take our word'for it. Check out what evelyc^ne else is 
saying about The Gorehojj^d^s CiU^e to Splatter Films... 



"For those with an arcane interest in the macabre, low-budget, 
highly adult screamfest, The Gorehound’s Guide [to Splatter 
Films} is tor you.' TrueReview [Volume 13, Number 2} 

‘An opinicxKted and often entertaining survey of classics such 
as Horror Hospital. I Drink Your Blood, and The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre.' Booklist [Volume97, NumberIT] 

‘Another competent reference work which some may find us^l 
and entertaining— toough the sub-genre it <x>v&s is not exactly 
our favourite kind of movie.' Interzone [Number166] 

‘The author provides us with information on films such as 
Disciple of Death, Hardgore, and Tonight I’ll Incarnate Your 
Corpse. There are detailed credits tor each, together with a 
personal canmentary, which is, in truth, more entertaining than 
that by [Name Withheld] in [Tide Withheld]. Classic Images 

“The author unravels the minor mysteries common to sub- 
genres, sueft as a certain film's origin^ ending or the root of the 
snuff film myto.’ Book News, Inc. [August2001] 

Bursting with information, opinion and frrwa... This quirky guide 
is written with enthusiasm, knowledge and humour. ImpeccaUy 
researdied, it'll leave splatter tons yearning tor the promised 
follow-ups. ’ Film Review [August 2001] 







The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Filins $29.95 




North Carolina residents add 6% Sales Tax 




?>hipping <tr Handling (See Below) 




Total $ 

Credit Card Orders; 

□ VISA 

□ AMEX 

□ Master Card 

□ Discover 

Shipping & Handling: $4 first book, $.75 each additional. 
Intemational/Canadian orders (surface mail); 

$6 first book, $1.50 each additional. 
Intemational/Canadian orders, please pay in U.S. funds. 

Fxpiration Date 

Teiephone # ( ) 


McFarland & Company, Inc., Publishers • Box 611, Jefferson, North Carolina 28640 
336-246-4460 » FAX 336-246-5018 » Orders 1-800-253-2187 • iiwiv.iiicfarhindpub.coni 
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Letters from our Readers El 


Hi! 

I don't know how many times I read GICK! #3 before I 
decided to drop you a line. Good job! The Ted V. Mikels 
retrospective was nicely done and the piece on the (non) 
existence of snuff films was handled quite well for such 
a distasteful subject. 1 was surprised that in your snuff 
piece you didn't touch upon the "Death Women" series. 

Also, 1 have a copy of Lady Frankenstein and there 
most definitely is some breast action. (Must've been cold 
on the set.) The version I have is released through the 
A.B.M. Group. 

Thanks, and keep up the good work. Grant 

P.S. Do you accept submissions of articles, reviews, etc.? 

First, Death Women series didn't warrant a mention because 
it — like Faces of Death — is a shockumentary that does not fit 
the snuff film criteria. Besides, they're just plain icky, and 1 
wasn't familiar with them when I wrote the piece anyway. 

Second, it's just my luck that I have every blessed American 
release of La Figlia di Frankenstein except tlte one that's got 
all of the naughty bits intact. 

Third, I ain't accepting anything from you 'cause yer making 
me look bad. So there. (Okay, you can send us your stuff, but 
the best thing you can hope for is to get a handful of free copies 
of the magazine if we do print any of it. But, please, no video 
reviews because we've got all the reviewers we could possibly 
want. Or need. No, make that want.) The Editor 

Dear Scott, 

Damn, 1 hope #5 isn't the last issue of GICK! I've enjoy- 
ed your crazed ramblings on horror films, the death of 
mom and pop video stores, scumbag bootleggers, and 
eBay nightmares. GICK! is a strange creature, made by 
trash fans for trash fans. 

If GICK! does survive. I'd like to see a review of Great 
White {aka The Last Shark). I watched this lost classic at 
age seven, and my memories of the cheesy effects are 


fading with time. I almost ordered a bootleg from a guy 
in Canada, but your words of warning made me decide 
to keep the money and order more GICK! 

Damn. I hope GICK! lasts. There are too few magazines 
for real horror fans. 

Draw blood. Thomas Ellison 

Glad you took my advice by deciding not to support such 
leeches (and instead support leeches like myself). My guess is 
that it will probably he released within a year or two anyway, 
and you'll wind up kicking yourself for plunking down twenty 
bucks when you could've gotten it from someone like Anchor 
Bay uncut, subtitled, and letterboxed for $14.99. Also, I 
would have been happy to review L'Ultimo Squalo for you, 
but - alas - 1 have yet to secure a copy myself. (Geez. First La 
Figlia di Frankenstein, now this; if this keeps up. I'll lose 
my standing in the community.) The Editor 

Fellahs, 

Y'all just can't imagine what it was like to see those 
damn Eerie Publications as a little kid in the late 60s! 
Those covers were like atrocities a kid would imagine! 
Chic Stone (I'm guessing) did the ones I remembered the 
best! Or worst! Scared me to death. 

A little past the mid-70s "Shock Theatre" in my home- 
town got a package of drive-in sleaze, about half of 
which were Hemisphere "classics." The first was Island 
of Living Horror {aka Brides of Blood) and the first time 
they showed the film it was uncut. This was way before 
HBO or fake boobs were common! Everyone in town 
must have been watching the following week when the 
cutting returned. I've heard anecdotal evidence from 
people in other southern towns who also saw uncut 
films from the same package at about the same time. 
What a time to be a kid! 
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Above Left: NIGHTMARE #5 {August 1970) Cover Art by Boris Vallejo 
Below Left: SCREAM #1 (August 1973) Cover Art by Victor Segrelles 


Above Right: PSYCHO #8 (September 1972) Cover Artist Unknown 
Below Right: NIGHTMARE #16 (December 1973) Cover Art by Jad 
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Geffiltg Info the Horror-Mood 
with Sfcywald Publishing 

offers a look a^ffie publisher fhaf brought us such 
memorable horrbr comSes as NIGHTMARE, PSYCHO 
and SCREAM. Included is a retrospective, as well 
as a complete index, a price ^uide, and a cross^ 
reference to artists and writers who contributed 
‘to these short-lived horror titles. 

Monsterabilia 

Hey^is^hat who I think it is in the upper riqht 
hand cot-ner of that comic book panel by Neal 
AdSms? Most vintage horror fans are aware of the 
much sought after Vampirella model kit from 
Aurora, but how many are aware of this extremely 
rare comic book instruction manual from their 
1971 "Monster Scenes" series. 

There's a Book? ^ 

In this issue, we offtj^^iflcal rwiews of Mark 
Walker's CHOSTMAkfl R^v^ich offers a history 
of the lost art of mi JR 9 ^t spook shows and their 
dedicated performer®l|and Pete Tomb's MONOO 
MACABRO, which takes us around the wbrid in 
search of the trashiest, most outre films ever 
conceived for public consumption. 






Things to Keep an Eye Out For 

-^Wfe'rt l^re fo give^you fhejurrrp on such new 
releases aimed at f^ns of vintage horror and 
trash f rc^ the Bronze and Silver Age of 

Exploitation, from bodks (Jay Slater's Eaten Alive: 
^Italiari^Cbnnib^and Zombie MoviesL^^ DVDs (The 
wEas?Aouse iSSflfead Ehd Street Spe^SlJ^ition? to 
vid^^ (Joe d'Amato's Buio dlhegal. 

o- -w ^ 

It's Only a Movie... ^ 

Last bu^illinpi^sa|tl li s issue include^ reviews 
and exiidtitti^ypchnieal information for such 
films a^j^glffiF CHASTIY HORROR, 

CASTIE OTlivil^THC CRATER lAKi&MONsd2|#J^ 
CRAZEDlgt^lBLE OF TEMO^Cr^ffHlci/RI O^fJ* 
TARTU, EQUINOX, THE HOTOE OFtprEN CORI>itS, 
OADY C.C^PBYE, LA WtEPICION BE 
Fto*NKEN«tEIN,;^^man\^o':^:,. 
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